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preface.

 

I HE Second Edition of Lyra Eucha-

rifilca has been conjiderably en

larged. One entirely new Part, the

Sixth, has been added, which con

tains Mifcellaneous Hymns ; and

each of the five original Parts has been increajed.

In all, about one hundred and thirty Hymns have

been added, twenty-three in Part I, fifteen in Part

II, fixteen in Part III, nineteen in Part IV, ten

in Part V, and the remainder in the lajl Part.

Of theje about ninety, or three-fourths of the

whole, are either original or new tranflations,

or reprints of privately printed or unpublished

Hymns. Sixteen are tranflations from ancient Latin

Sources which, with two exceptions, have neither

been previoujly publijhed nor tranjlated ; three

Hymns are rejpectively of Spanijh and Italian

origin ; and jix are Verjions from the German.
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This Edition has alfo been carefully revijed,

and that in Jeveral ways. Many of the Hymns

have been critically revijed, either by their Authors

or with their confent, by which means more polijh

and a greater finijh have been attained. In order

to jave all available jpace for the introduction

of frejh Hymns, jeveral typographical and other

changes and improvements have been made. The

references in the Index of Sources have been

clajjified and re-arranged, without impairing its

completenejs. Secondary titles or texts for the

jeveral Hymns have been omitted, and the Sources

of the Hymns, with the Authors' names, have

been removed from the Text to the Table of

Contents and the Index. Many of the Hymns

have been jhortened, either by the entire omijjion

of the Gloria, by which an element of inevitable

jamenejs in treatment has been avoided, or by the

jupprejjion of the Refrain, with the exception in

jbme cajes of the firjl and lajl verjes ; or again

by the removal of jbme jlanzas and by the union

of others. Several Hymns aljb have been with

drawn, either becauje their devotional value did

not appear, on re-conjideration, to be combined

with correjponding poetic worth, or becauje they

were duplicated translations, or adaptations of

Englijh Hymns of the lajl Century, or beyond the

limits propojed from whence to jeek for contribu

tions. And lajlly, a few Hymns have been revijed,

jhortened, or withdrawn on controverjial grounds.
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On the latter alteration I wijh to jay a few

words ; and I have ufed the word controverjial

intentionally. Some Hymns have been altered on

controverjial, none on doctrinal grounds. The

main object in the publication of Lyra Eucha-

rijllca was a devotional one : it was not poetical,

nor critical, nor dogmatic, nor, leajl of all, contro

verfial. Doubtlejs jbme of theje objects, if not

all of them, were incidentally included : and it is

not too much to jay that jbme poetic beauties

found their way into the Collection, nor that jbme

critically valuable tranjlations of ancient and me

diaeval Hymns were publijhed. Moreover the

devotional object certainly included clear and pre

cije jlatements in doctrine, and indeed was bajed

upon juch jlatements. But the purpoje of the

work was not to teach the Doctrine of the Real

Prejence in the Holy Communion. That Doc

trine was ajfumed throughout, and in many places,

albeit in poetry and verje, it was jlated defini

tively and with exactitude. And it is hardly

needful to add that all juch jlatements remain

unaltered and unchanged.

But in the firjl Edition of Lyra Eucharijlica

there were jlatements upon and allujions to

matters juggejlive of controversy, which could not,

neverthelejs, be for a moment ajfumed to rank

in dignity or importance with that Doctrine.

Five Hymns, or jix at the mojl, contained pas-

Tages thus juggejlive ; and with one exception
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(in which the words, though difficult to underjland,

were capable of bearing a meaning to which we

could not ajjent) the exprejjions referred either to

ceremonies or to cujloms which, as a matter of

fact, we neither hold nor uje, or language was

employed with which we are unfamiliar. The

omijjion of a jingle jlanza in two injlances, jlight

verbal alterations in two others, and the with

drawal of the remaining two Hymns, the unity

of which would have been marred by contraction,

and in which alteration was impracticable, re

prejent the full extent to which revijion in

this direction has been carried. I wijh to be

explicit on this point, in order that there may be

no opportunity for mijlake as to the amount of

revijion carried out, either in kind or degree.

And I may add, on the other hand, that both in

the reprint of Lyra Eucharijtica, as well as in the

firjl Edition, not only have jlanzas from printed

Hymns been omitted, but aljb many Hymns

themjelves have been neglected, which did not ap

pear to enunciate the Doctrine of the Real Ob

jective Prejence with jufficient clearnejs. The

changes and omijjions, however, on either jide are

injignificant. They have been made jimply with

a view to avoid the juggejlions of controverjy, at

all times painful, but jingularly out of place in a

work the aim of which is devotional.

To one other point I wijh to draw attention.

It has been made a charge of inconjijlency againjl
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the firjl Edition, that whiljl it contained tranfla-

tions of modern German Hymns, thoje from Eng-

lijh jburces, by Authors not in Communion with

the Church, had been deliberately omitted. The

inconjijlency I now perceive, and have, in prin

ciple, removed. As a matter of fact, in the for

mer Edition two or three Hymns owed their origin

to Nonconformijls ; but, their Authors were at

the time unknown to me. Since then, by the

obliging help of Friends and by my own rejearches,

I have confulted many of the works of the chief

Hymn-writers amongjl the DijJenters. But on

the jubject of the Collection, and with the excep

tion of a jingle Author, my former inconfijlency

did not deprive Lyra Eucharijlica, jb far as I

have been able to judge, of many contributions of

value. For after conjiderable Jearch, I have

found, with but few exceptions, no printed Hymns

from this jburce which jatisfied at once critical

tajle and doctrinal requirements, and which poj"-

jejJed jufficient poetic merit to make me dejirous

to add them to the Collection. From the pub-

lijhed works, however, of one Author, whoje

Hymns have been kindly placed at my dijpojal,

and from the unprinted verfes of a Friend, the

jecond Edition has been enriched by jeveral valu

able contributions.

The Second Edition of Lyra Eucharijlica is

alfo under great obligation to many kind Friends,

either for additional or for frejh ajjijiance. All
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the Contributors to the firjl Edition are Contri

butors to the Jecond : and the majority of thoje

who helped me in the compilation of Lyra Mejfi-

anlca have helped me to enlarge the Lyra Eu-

charijiica, which is aljb indebted to the aid of

jeveral new Contributors.

*****

The following Collection of Hymns and

Verjes on the Holy Communion has been made

with a twofold object.

It is well known, even to thoje who are but little

acquainted with the jiibject of Hymnology, that

there exijts a large number of Hymns, ancient and

mediaeval, on the Holy Eucharijl. A conjiderable

number of theje Hymns have, of late years, been

made accejjible to ordinary jludents in the collec

tions ofDaniel, Mone, and others abroad, and by

Dr. Neale, Dr. Littledale, and other Liturgical

jcholars amongjl ourjelves. But, in the revived

and increajing appreciation of ancient Hymns,

thoje which relate to or bear upon the Holy Com

munion have, for the mojl part, been overlooked,

or at leajl unheeded. For this difregard of old

Eucharijlic Hymns jeveral reajbns may be given.

That it is not caufed by any lack of devotional

jentiment, nor by any abjence of poetic beauty in

the Hymns themjelves, will be readily admitted.
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Perhaps an adequate reajbn may be found in the

opinion entertained by many, that the Englijh

Office for Holy Communion is not jiifficiently

elajlic in character to allow of the introduction of

Sacramental Hymns. It is true indeed that at

a time at which, jpeaking ritually, they are

jung without authority, before the Sermon, juch

Hymns are occajionally employed ; but as a rule,

the cujlom has not yet obtained of making uje of

Eucharijlic Hymns (other than thoje which the

Divine Office itjelf already contains) in the place

in which they were formerly jung, namely between

the Epijlle and the Holy Gojpel for the Day.

On this quejlion, however, which is not an unim

portant one, I jhall venture to offer a few jug-

gejlions at the doje of the Preface.

Hence, although we are indebted, at the prejent

day, to ancient Sources for many of the more

beautiful of our Hymns, which are aljb the mojl

popular, yet theje Hymns were chiefly compojed

either for the greater Fejlivals of the Church, or

for the Commemoration of jbme Holy Day or

Seajbn : they were not intended for ufe at Holy

Communion. And jince Hymns jpecially adapted

for the Altar Office are jeldom required, and jlill

lejs often employed, it is only natural that juch

Hymns from Latin and Greek Sources, as well

as thoje of German and other origin, have been

but rarely tranjlated into Englijh verje.

To how jmall an extent ancient Sacramental



xii

Hymns have been tranjlated for public uje in

Church, may be perceived by an examination of

jbme ofthe Hymnals mojl generally employed, and

of jbme of the more popular Collections of Hymns

which have of late been publijhed. And this ex

amination will incidentally jhew us the poverty of

our pojjejjions in Englijh Eucharijlic Hymns from

any jburce whatever. Thus, it will be found that

in the Collection which has dejervedly Jecured by

far the widejl circulation of any Hymnal of the

prejent day, under the title of Hymns Ancient and

Modern, out of 273 Hymns from all jburces, there

are only five Hymns printed in the body of the

work on the jubject of the Blejjed Sacrament, of

which two onlyare tranjlated from ancient Sources ;

although there are two more, and part of a third,

amongjl the Introits, all of which are ancient.

In the jlill more recently publijhed Volume of

Hymns, edited by Dr. Kennedy, with the title

ofHymnologia Chrijliana, which contains the largejl

number of Hymns, for the uje of the Church,

hitherto collected into a jingle Volume, namely

1500 Pjalms and Hymns, only one Pjalm and

twenty-three Hymns are devoted to the Holy

Communion. Several of theje are only by an ac

commodation Eucharijlic Hymns, and hardly more

than a tithe of them may be referred to ancient

Sources for their origin.

If we turn to other Collections of Hymnsand

Hymnals between the extremes juggejled by theje
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two Books, we jhall find the jame law, as regards

Eucharijlic Hymns, to prevail in all of them. Of

courfe it is pojjible to enlarge the number which I

purpoje to mention by including thoje amongfl

the general Hymns, which may accidentally refer

to the Holy Communion, or which may be made

to bear an Eucharijlic meaning. But in the Sacra

mental portions of the volumes which I have con

sulted we jhall find the following rejults; and

I only refer to a few injlances where many might

be quoted. The Salljbury Hymn Book, edited by

Lord Nelson, contains 204 Hymns, of which

only ten are printed under the heading ' Holy

Communion,' and of theje, two are certainly

Hymns on the PajJion, and a third can only

in a Jecondary Jenfe be made to apply to the

BlejJed Sacrament. Of the remaining Jeven, one

only is a tranjlation from the Latin. The Hymnal,

edited by the Rev. R. R. Chope, is another

widely ufed Hymn Book. The new edition

contains 300 Hymns, and only Jeven Hymns

are printed in the part appropriated to the Altar

Office, whiljl but two of theje can claim an an

cient jburce, one complete Hymn and one Cento.

The Collection, edited by the Rev. W.J. Hall,

and known by the name of the Mitre Hymn Book,

contains four modern Hymns on the Holy Com

munion out of 303, and no ancient ones. The

precursor of Hymns Ancient and Modern, entitled

Hymns and Introits, in its fourth Edition contains
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a jingle Hymn on the Holy Eucharijl, and that

an ancient one. The Hymn Book publifhed by

the Society for Promoting ChriJlian Knowledge in

its enlarged edition of 300 Hymns contains only

jeven Hymns on the Holy Communion, none of

which are of ancient origin. And not further to

multiply cajes, The Church Pfalter and Hymn

Book out of 510 Hymns devotes ten to the jubject

of the Ble/jed Sacrament, in none of which can

any ancient features be traced. If we pajs

from Hymn Books for ufe in Divine Service to

Collections of Hymns for private reading at home,

in the mojl recent compilation, The Book ofPraife,

jelected and arranged by Sir Roundell Palmer,

out of an aggregate of 412 Hymns, in the flrjl

edition, from the whole range of Englijh Hymno-

logy, we find only jeven Hymns or Poems on

the BleJJed Sacrament which are deemed to be

of jufficient merit to dejerve a place in its pages.

One of theje is a tranjlation from a Latin Hymn ;

and two are not the production of the prejent

Century.

The numerical paucity of Eucharijlic Hymns in

the Hymn Books of the day is only equalled, as

a rule, by their poverty in value, and by their lack

of variety. Of courje jbme of the finejl of the

ancient and mediaeval Hymns have been trans

lated for, and jbme of the bejl of modern Englijh

Hymns are printed in, certain Hymnals. But, of

either clajs of Hymns, none of the Collections
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contain all, many but a few. Indeed, it forces

itfelf on the attention of any one who will

examine mojl of the recently publijhed Hymn

Books, that jb little care has been paid to the Col

lection of Eucharijlic Hymns, that the bejl and

mojl devotional of their clajs appear almojl jyjle-

matically to be omitted. In no one Hymnal with

which I am acquainted are thoje five or jix Hymns

from ancient Sources, which are allowed to be the

flrfl of their kind, to be found tranjlated. Neither

are the bejl jpecimens of Englijh verje invariably,

or generally met with. And in their place jecond-

rate Hymns appear and reappear over and over

again in well nigh every jucceeding Collection. In

truth there appear to be certain jlock Hymns on

the Holy Communion with which, being free to

every perfon, every perfon makes free ; and theje

with more or lejs variety of reading, according to

each jucceeding Editor's poetic judgment, in a

different order, and mingled with others ofjimilar

type and character, are generally to be found in

popular Hymn Books. In juch Books Heber's

Hymns are not always reprinted ; Keble is

not frequently jeen ; even Osler is not invari

ably ufed; Caswall and Faber but Jeldom;

Isaac Williams and Archer Gurney hardly

more often. But Sacramental Hymns of exceed

ingly little value critically, whiljl devotionally they

are altogether unequal to the pojition in which they

are placed, and the part they are forced to play
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In Divine Service, help to fill the pages of many

Hymn Books ; and with or without the addition

of one or more of Wesley's, of a Watts, an

Elliott, or a Batty we ufually find in each

jelection the Hymns of Doddridge, of Conder,

and ofJ. Montgomery.

As my jludies have been directed to the Eng-

lijh Office for Holy Communion, its hijlory, ritual

and devotions, the quejlion of Eucharijlic Hymns

naturally forced itjelf on my attention ; and I jbon

found how little we had yet gathered, in an Eng-

lijh form, from that particular portion of the wide

field of ancient Hymnology. It is true that Jeveral

Hymns on the BlejJed Sacrament have been trans

lated into Englijh verfe, and jbme of them very

frequently.* But they are chiefly verfions, with

more or lejs fidelity and force, by different perfons,

ofthe jame majejlic Hymns which, in their original

Latin, have attained world-wide renown. The

grandejl and mojl beautiful of theje Hymns are,

in one form or another, familiar to Englijh readers,

but they are few ; whiljl many other Hymns and

Sequences, which competent judges declare to be

only jecond, and jbmetimes not at all inferior to

the infpirations of S. Thomas Aquinas, have

* Of the Sacramental Pange lingua there have been at

leaft, and may have been many more than feventeen or

eighteen different verfions or translations, published of late

years j of the Adoro Te about thirteen or fourteen.
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been allowed to remain in the language in which?

and for the mojl part, in the pojition for which

they were originally compojed.

Until lately, the great body of theje Sacramental

Hymns, even in their original form, has been un

known to all but Liturgical jludents. Of late

years, however, a large number have been dis

covered and collected, and have been rendered ac-

cejjible in the Collections mentioned above. But

there is good reajbn to believe that we are jlill

unacquainted with the extent of the Church's

heritage in Hymnological wealth, as further re

jearch is continually bringing to light Hymns pre

vioujly unknown, or long ago forgotten. Many

of theje treajures which have been obtained from

many parts of Chrijlendom, have appeared from

time to time, and it is hoped will continue to ap

pear, under the common title of Sequentia Ineditts

in the pages of the contemporary Periodical, The

Ecclefiologijl. But in theje Collections, the Eu-

charijlic Hymns remained in the language in which

they were written ; and only the favoured few,

chiefly thoje of S. Thomas Aquinas, have found

their way into Hymn Books or Books of Poetry.

Perhaps one of the earliejl attempts during the

prejent revival of the tajle for ancient Hymns,

(although there have been jeveral incidental efforts

in previous Centuries,) to popularife Hymns on

the Holy Eucharijl was made about the year

1839, by the Rev. Isaac Williams, who, in the

b
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Volume of Hymns tranjlated from the Parifian

Breviary, reprinted in a collected form, amongjl

others, four out of the five welt-known Hymns

compojed by S. Thomas Aquinas. The same

four Hymns, together with the Lauda Sion, were

tranjlated afrejh, ten years later, by the Rev. E.

Caswall : and in 1858, Jeveral other Englijh

renderings of Sacramental Hymns were added to

theje, which, with his wonted kindnejs, Mr. Cas

wall has allowed to be reprinted, together with

jeveral other of his Hymns, in Lyra Eucharijiica.

Between theje two dates jeveral other verjions and

imitations of one or more of theje Hymns were

ijjued. In 1852, Dr. Neale, in Mediaval Hymns

and Sequences, publijhed two frejh tranjlations of

the Adoro Te devote and the Pange lingua ; and to

theje he added a Sacramental Hymn of the vij.

Century. In a later Volume, Hymns from the

Eajlern Church, Dr. Neale has tranjlated two

more Poems of the vij. and viij. Centuries re

jpectively ; and the three latter of theje Hymns,

by the kindnejs of the Tranjlator, appear in the

prejent Collection.

In 1857 Lauda Syon was publijhed ; and this,

with another publication by the jame Author, was

the firjt effort to ejcape from the accujlomed groove

in which tranjlators of Hymns on the Holy Com

munion had hitherto chiefly moved. And in ad

dition to the five ufual Sacramental Hymns, jeven

other Hymns, jbme of conjiderable length, have
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been tranjlated by J. D. Chambers, Ejq., only

one of which, it is believed, had previoujly ap

peared in Englrfh. At the time of its publi

cation, Lauda Syon contained the largejl number

of Eucharijlic Hymns that had been collected in

one Volume. And it was only by the kindnejs

of the Tranjlator, who was jb good as to allow

his Hymns to be reprinted, that a Manual of De

votions for the Altar Office, The Divine Liturgy,

publijhed at the cloje of 1862, contained a jlill

larger collection of this clajs of Hymns. But the

latejl effort to popularije Hymns on the Holy

Communion has been made by a ' Committee

of Clergy,' which has lately ijjued jbme valuable

Tracts and Books of Devotion. Eucharijlic

Hymns is the title of a little Book of jixteen

pages, which contains valuable tranjlations of

Seven Hymns, the greater number of which ap

peared for the firjl time in an Englijh verjion.

All theje Hymns have been generoujly placed at

my difpojal, by the learned Tranjlator, for incor

poration into Lyra Eucharijiica ; and thoje of

which I have not eljewhere obtained tranjlations,

have been thankfully reprinted.

The firjl main object, then, in the publication

of Lyra Eucharjlica, was the collection into one

Book of many of the more beautiful of the ancient

and mediaeval Hymns on the BleJJed Sacrament,

not only reprints from Works already publijhed,

but aljb and chiefly new tranjlations. And this
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objeft has been accomplijhed entirely through the

kindnejs and injlrumentality of Friends.

The rejult has been this—that out of the large

number of Hymns from ancient or mediaeval

Sources which this Book contains, either directly

on the jubject of the Holy Communion, or indi-

recfly bearing upon it, upwards of forty are new

tranjlations.* Some few, indeed, were printed in

The Divine Liturgy ; but theje were kindly under

taken at my juggejlion, and have been rendered

into Englijh in order to form a part of the prejent

Collection ; jb that, jiibflantially, they now ap

pear for the firjl time as tranjlations. And al

though this, in comparifon with previous efforts

to introduce ancient Sacramental Hymns into our

language, is a large advance on the pajl, yet it is

believed that the jlore, whence theje Hymns are

drawn, has not nearly been exhaujled, and will

amply repay further examination.

The dates of the newly tranjlated or recently

publijhed Hymns, from ancient and mediaeval

Sources, contained in this Book extend from the

vij. to the xvij. Century; the Hymn written at

the latejl date being compojed by Santolius of

S. Victor, and the two which bear the earlier date

being rejpecfively of Latin origin, from the Anti-

phonary of Bangor, and from a Greek jburce, by

S. Andrew, Archbijhop of Crete. The period,

* Thefe and all future numbers refer to the details of

the Second Edition of Lyra Euchariftica.



preface. xxi

however, which appears to be the richejl in Eu-

charijlic Hymns is that which began in and juc-

ceedecl the age of S. Thomas Aquinas, from the

xiij. to the xvj. Centuries ; and for the caufes of

this increaje in the number of Hymns on the Holy

Communion at this particular time, there is ob

vious evidence in the Hijlory of the Church. The

injlitution of the Feajl of Corpus Christi, with

its Octave of Commemorative Services, of itjelf

was Sufficient to create a demand for additional

Sacramental Hymns ; and many were thoje who

mujl have been injpired by, even if they did not

actually imitate, the compojitions of the Poet

and Doctor of the Church, who jupplied the

authorised Hymns and Sequences for that and

other Fejlivals of Wejlern Chrijlendom.

The dates of all theje Hymns cannot be ajcer-

tained. In mojl cajes, however, it is believed

that the date ajJigned reprejents the latejl Century

to which the Hymn can probably be attributed.

But if there is uncertainty with reference to the

dates, there exijls abfolute ignorance about the

Authors of many of the Hymns from ancient

Sources in the following Collection ; jb that the

Hymns, for the mojl part, have to be dijlinguijhed

by the locality in which they were difcovered, the

Office Book in which they are enjhrined, or even

the CollecTion in which they may now be found.

For although the names of S. Andrew of Crete,

of S. John Damascene, of S. Anselm, S. Ber
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nard, S. Thomas and S. Alphonso, of Guye-

tus, of Huss, of Angelus and Santolius, and

of S. Teresa, are attached to jbme of the Hymns,

yet many more are lacking in any clue for the dif-

covery of their authorjhip. Mojl of them may be

claimed by jbme Continental Church or Conventual

Ejlablijhment. Canterbury, York, Salijbury, and

Bangor, however, have contributed their quota to

the Collection. But the Office Books of the

Galiican and Spanijh Churches, of Strajburg,

Carlfruhe, Munich, and Mayence, of Liege, and

Augjburg, of Freijing in Bavaria, Drontheim in

Norway, Prague, and the famous Benedictine

Abbey of Reichenau, an Ijland in the Lake of

Conjlance, have jupplied the chief materials for

that older portion of Lyra Eucharijiica which is

now firjl publijhed.

The jecond main object in the publication of

Lyra Eucharljltca was this—the collection into

a jingle Volume of many Jcattered Hymns and

Verjes, either already published, or not yet in

print on the jubject of the Holy Communion.

Thoje who will give the matter conjideration may

remember, that in many recently published Books

of Poetry, amongjl the mifcellaneous Poems, may

be found a jingle one or more on the BlejJed Sa

crament. Aljb in thoje Magazines of the day,

which have more or lejs of a religious aim, juch

jhort pieces of Verfe may often be found. It is
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true, that neither of theje two Sources of Eucha-

rijlic Hymns have been drawn from to the extent

to which they might, pojTJibly, have been made to

contribute. Still, there are many Poems thus

collected which have either attained temporary

notice and have then been forgotten, or have been

printed in Volumes, the jcarcenejs of which at the

prejent day proves that they are now but little

known. And theje it is believed many perjbns

will be glad to pojjejs in a more accejjible, as

well as more permanent form.

In addition to theje reprints, there are many

Hymns in the following pages which are neither

forgotten nor Jcarce. And Lyra Eucharijilca is

indebted to Jeveral Collections of the prejent day

for jbme of the mojl beautiful of its Poems. The

only difficulty in the jelection was to know where

to jiop, or what to abjlain from taking, where per-

mijjion was kindly given to chooje. But in a Col

lection which aimed to a certain extent at com

pletenejs, it was thought wije to admit many

Hymns well known and dejervedly appreciated,

which otherwije it would have been needlejs to

reprint.

To theje two clajjes of modern Hymns and

Verfes has been added another, that of original

and unpublished Poems. And this is a dijlinc-

tion where a dijlinction is not needlejs. For whiljl

Lyra Eucharijiica contains many Original Hymns,

written for this Work, it alfo contains many which,
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although hitherto unpublijhed, were not written

exprejjly for it. It is perhaps not jlrange, that in

the prejent widespread teaching of the true Doc

trine of the Holy Communion, and in the conje

quent revived dignity and honour in which It is

ejleemed, and the care and frequency with which

It is celebrated, the minds of many perfons jhould

find relief from devotion and meditation on the

Myjlery of the Holy Eucharijl, in poetic com-

pojition. Such, however, is the fa£t : and it needed

only the knowledge that juch a Collection of Poems

as Lyra Eucharijiica was contemplated, to produce

from many quarters Hymns, written jbme of them

long ago, which have been with much courtejy

placed at my difpojal.

This is the jecond object with which Lyra

Eucharijiica was printed ; and, as far as regards

unprinted Verfes, the rejult has been this, that

between eighty and ninety original or unpublijhed

Hymns have been added to our formerly but jcanty

jlock of Poems on the BlejJed Sacrament. And

all of theje, I have to acknowledge with gratitude,

are due to the kindnejs and courteTy of known or

unknown friends.

In addition to Hymns from the Sources indi

cated above, there have been added jeveral Hymns

of much beauty from the Italian, the Spanijh, and

the German, both new tranjlations and reprints of

former tranjlations. Hymns of German origin are
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generally full of devotional beauty ; and I only

regret that Lyra Eucharijlica pojjejjes jb few jpeci-

mens of Communion Hymns, either of Catholic or

Protejlant origin, from that Source. The paucity

of tranjlations, however, of Hymns on the Holy

Communion, which has been objerved in the caje

of ancient and mediaeval Hymns, is equally ap

parent in that of Hymns from the German. For

whiljl Sacred Hymns from the German^ by Mifs

Cox, contains but a jingle Eucharijlic Hymn, Mijs

Winkworth's Lyra Germanica pojjejjes only jeven

Hymns out of about 225 (in both Jeries), and the

volume publijhed under the title of Hymnsfrom

the Land of Luther has only one Poem jpecially

on the jubject of Holy Communion : all of which

tranjlations have been kindly placed at my dij"-

pojal, and mojl of which will be found below.

There will aljb be found jixteen or Jeventeen new

tranjlations by Friends, from the German, which

have not previoujly been publijhed.

Lajlly, Jcattered through the Collection, there

are Hymns and Verfes, original, newly tranjlated,

and reprinted, which, although they are not directly

Eucharijlic in character, are indirectly connected

with the Doctrine of Sacrifice which is involved

in the Holy Communion, or may be made to bear

an Eucharijlic jignification. For theje too, I owe

many thanks to jeveral Contributors ; and it is

hoped that theje mifcellaneous Hymns, whiljl not
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out of harmony with the jubject-matter of the

Volume, will tend to prevent too much jamenejs

in its treatment.

Thus I have endeavoured to combine Hymns

ancient and modern, and by the mutual contrajl

to enhance the relative value of both. The jub-

jective devotion and tendernejs ofmodern Hymns,

will be jlrengthened by the definite Theological

jlatements ofthoje of ancient and mediaeval origin ;

and the jyjlematic Theology and the enunciation

of the highejl objective Truths in the old Hymns,

will be joftened and brought home to the inner

confcioufnejs by the contemplative elements in the

new. In addition to this double benefit, monotony

and jamenejs will be avoided, which could hardly

fail to rejiilt from a Collection of Hymns on the

Holy Communion from any one jingle Source :

whiljl, in the caje ofLyra Eucharijlica, additional

variety is enjured by the introduction of miscel

laneous Hymns, not out of harmony with thoje

with which they come in contact.

I have now to exprejs my jincere gratitude to

all the many friends—as Contributors, as Authors,

or as Publijhers—who have ajjijled me in the

compilation of Lyra Euchart/iica. Where all have

been kind, it would be invidious to refer to any,
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unlejs reference were made to all. The names or

initials or jignatures of all thoje to whom this Col

lection is indebted, together with whatever informa

tion as to the origin of the various Hymns I am

enabled to give, will be found in the Table of

Contents, and the Index of Sources. All the

Hymns which have been reprinted in the following

pages have been reprinted verbatim, except in a

few injlances of adaptation, which have been duly

acknowledged. In all cajes, where it was either

practicable or needful, and in many in which it

was not necejjary, I have obtained permijjion from

thoje concerned to reprint the Hymns which are

now republijhed. On this jubject, I have only to

add, firjl, that as a rule, the Hymns in this Volume

are not meant for public worjhip, nor for jinging.

Some of the Verfes, it is true, are intended for

both purpojes ; and jbme have either had mujic

Jet to them, or have themfelves been written for

mufic. Secondly, that the Collection contains

Specimens of many kinds of rendering. Literal

verjions have been placed jide by jide with thoje

that are freer in tranjlation and that jeek to con

vey the jenje of the original, rather in correjpond

ing than in absolutely equivalent terms. And

thirdly, that no Contributor is rejponfible for the

Slatements or jentiments contained in the contribu

tions of other perjbns.
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The Hymns in Lyra Eucharijlica have been

arranged according to the fivefold Divijion into

which the Englijh Office for the Holy Communion

is Jeparable ; whilfl the concluding Part contains

mijcellaneous and unarranged Poems, both ancient

and modern. In many cajes this divijion of the

Verfes is arbitrary. But it was thought better to

attempt jbme arrangement, even an imperfect one,

than to print the Hymns under no jyjlem : and to

arrange them according to their jubject-matter,

as far as pojjible, rather than in their chronological

order, or under the headings of their Authors' or

Tranjlators' names. The Altar Office has ever

been divijible into five Ritualiftic portions ; and

although the Office in the Book of Common

Prayer has received Jeveral additions to, and has

juffered from many tranjpojitions in its component

parts, from its earlier and purer form, yet theje five

Divijions can jlill be dijlinctly traced. The Intro

duction reaches from the beginning of the Office

to the Creed. Then follows the Oblation, which

includes the Offering of the Elements, and the

collection of the Alms, and extends to the Prayer of

Humble Accejs. Thirdly, comes the jacred Act

of Confecration, or as it was anciently termed, the

Canon. After that, the Communion of the People

follows : and the Office is concluded with the

Thankjgiving. Now the firjl and lajl Divijions

of the Office are eajily jupplied with Hymns ; for

many of the Eucharijlic Hymns were compojed
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for uje either in Preparation for, or in Thanks

giving after the BlejJed Sacrament. In the Part

entitled the Confecration, it was thought well that

the majority of the Hymns jhould be from ancient

or mediaeval Sources. The difficulty of arrange

ment is therefore chiefly confined to the jecond and

fourth Parts ; and in theje two Divijions, German

Hymns and reprinted Englijh Hymns have been

combined with original Verfes and translations

from the Latin or Greek, in juch a manner as

to produce the leajl amount of jameness in the

combination.

In concluJion may I venture to ajk why we do

not more extenjively make uje of EucharijHc

Hymns in the Celebration of the Holy Commu

nion ? The principle of jinging even the Hymn

of Doddridge, the Communion Hymn on Sacra

ment Sundays, as they were wont to be called,

whatever may be thought of the practice, I ap

prehend to be jbund—the principle, that is to jay,

of jinging a jpecial Hymn on the jubject of the

BlejJed Sacrament in the Office for Holy Commu

nion. And this is only an extenjion of the jame

principle by which we jing Hymns juitable for

Holy Days, Sundays, and Saints' Days in Divine

Service, morning and evening, after the Third

Collect. The uje of the Introit, at the beginning

of the Altar Service, of courje has authority and



Preface.

cujlom for its jupport and janction. And where

it is pojjible to jing Eucharijlic Hymns at a later

jlage of the Office, one would not willingly jee this

uje lightly jet ajide. Yet, even in this caje, when

Introits are conjlantly repeated, the jame words to

the jame mujic, Sunday after Sunday, it would

jeem to be well, occasionally, to forego the cujlomary

portion of the Pjalms on behalf ofjbme Eucharij--

tic Hymn. But in cajes wherein the ujual In-

troit is not employed, it is difficult to difcover why

Hymns Specially adapted for Communion are not

more frequently jung. The time before the

commencement of the Celebration would jeem to

be very juitable either for teaching perjbns, or for

reminding them of the Truths of the Holy Sacra

ment through the medium of Hymns.

But this is not the only pojition in the Liturgy

in which Hymns may be ujed, or in which they

are employed. A very wije difcretionary power

appears, on all hands, to be left with the Parijh

Priejl as to the introduction of Hymns in Divine

Service, not only with rejpect to the compojitions

themjelves, but aljb to the time at which they may

be jung. It is true that this licence is carried to

an extent which ignores the ritual time for jinging

Hymns in favour of times for which there is no

authority. But the latitude very fairly allows of

additional opportunities for jinging, when the ordi

nary and regular demands of the Office have been

complied with. And in our jearch for precedent in
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this matter, we find that Hymns were formerly

jung before the Holy Gojpel for the Day. Of

courje there could be no valid objection to a return

to juch an uje ; but the general conjent ofChurch

men, it is feared, would hardly be obtained in

favour ofjinging 'Sequences' at this point in the

Office. The widely jpread cujlom ofjinging the

Nicene Creed, which thus becomes devotionally

a Hymn of Praije, as well as doctrinally a Con-

fejjion of Faith, would appear to many a jiifficient

reajbn for not adding to the length of the Service

by the introduction of a Eucharijlic Hymn in this

place. And in this practical objection there is

much weight. So that we are obliged to conjider

jbme pojition in the Office, other than immedi

ately after the Creed (which adds to the prac

tical objection a grave ritual one) for the

introduction of a Hymn. Such a pojition may be

found at the Offertory ; and in this place Eu

charijlic Hymns, after the jaying of the Antiphon

or Sentence, are now wont to be jung. And not

only may no practical reajbn be urged againjl con

gregational jinging in this portion of the Office, but

devotionally itwould appear to be helpful. ToJbme

minds there Jeems to be needed a jbrt of connecting

link between the Sermon and the remainder of the

Service ; and the interval between injlruction,

Jpecially in the caje of powerful or able Sermons,

and worfhip, in a return to the Office, is fitly oc

cupied with Acts of Praije by jinging. Whiljl the
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Collection of the Alms during the jinging would

obviate any practical difficulty arijing from an in

creaje in the length of Divine Service.

The quejlion, however, is a wide one, and is

not juited for difcujjion here. But a juggejlion

for the more extended uje of Eucharijlic Hymns in

the Altar Office is not wholly out of place in the

Preface of a Book which is enabled to give pub

licity to Jeveral new Hymns on the BlejJed Sacra

ment, which are not intended for, although they

may be ufed in, Public Worjhip. I there

fore venture to juggejl that the cujlom of thoje

Churches, not only where a Hymn is jung kneel

ing after the Confecration (which is the more

common practice), butaljb (which is the lejs ujual)

where Eucharijlic Hymns are jung during the Col

lection of the Offertory, may be followed with

benefit and edification.

ORBY SHIPLEY.

Whitfun-Tide,

A. D. I864.
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PART I.

Cbe preparatfon.

THE INTRODUCTORT PORTION OF

THE DIVINE OFFICE.

iSDuo me, 2Deu0, amore.

| Y God, what lack I more when

Thou dojl blejs ?

Deep calleth unto deepwhen Thou

Bendejl from Heaven o'er my un-

worthinejs

Hajlening to pay its vow ;

For me Thou comejl to Thy Altar holy,

For me, O Love beyond all ken I

Priejl of the mojl High God, yet Victim lowly,

Giver, yet Gift to men.

B

 



2 %ty preparatfon.

Here no jlain beajls, nor birds of air are rejling,

Not with earth's fruits the Soul is fed,

But Sweets of Paradije, Thy Love attejling,

Here are full lavijhed ;

With love for that vajl Love, with jlrong jelf-

loathing

Thee in this Sacrament we hail ;

Thee we do worjhip, clothed in that poor Clothing,

Veiled in that lowly Veil.

Farewell then all ! The Lamb's blejl Supper

waiteth ;

Farewell then all I loved before !

Farewell, farewell for aye ! my heart repeateth,

Ye have my heart no more :

O Bethlehem, whence jprings the Bread of

Heaven,

O Jordan, whence is Drink Divine,

Not earthly hujlts, nor Abana's wave be given,

Only my Lord be mine.

Sweet is the Grape in fair Engaddi's valley,

Sweet was the Manna jent to blejs

The weary fainting people, wandering daily

In the great Wildernejs ;

But Thou, O Flour of Wheat, O Vine of Glad-

nejs,

Only for Thee I thirjl. Do Thou

Come to Thy lowliejl Graft and cheer his jadnejs,

So jhall he pay his Vow.
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femg;, eacfj Stpountam.

ING ! each mountain ; joy ! each vale ;

Hujhed be mortal plaint or wail ;

Glorious, awful Banquet, hail !

As the flame doth upward tend

Would our Souls to God ajcend,

God, our being's Source and End.

Lo ! our trembling prayers are jaid ;

Lo ! Thine Altar, Lord, is jpread ;

Thou art nigh for all Who bled.

Yea, to us, whoje jins did jlay,

Com'jl Thou in Thy wondrous way,

Bread and Wine yield Christ this day.

O, let all who jeek Thee here

At Thy Right, O God, appear.

Heart, adore ! Thy Maker's near.

 

HENCE jhall a man buy bread

The fainting crowds to blejs,

When day is gone and night comes on

The lonely Wildernejs ?
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Not from the deathful wajle

With Manna overfpread ;

Though Angel dews each morn renews,

And turns the jlones to bread.

Lord, in Thy Father's Houfe

The meanejl jlave has Bread

Enough to jhare, and jlill to jpare,

When every Soul is fed.

Lord, day by day with Bread

Our fainting hearts rejlore ;

The Living Bread which lifts the dead,

Lord, give us evermore.

(Werbum a patre protifen^

~~HOU from the Father jent, O Word,

O very Light from Light outpoured,

God, come mojl lowly from the jky,

Man, vifible to mortal eye ;

Thou Who hajl made the Law give place,

Grant us the guidance of Thy Grace,

Wherewith Thou makejl Jecrets clear

And lightenejl our darknefs here.

O Christ, draw nigh our Souls to jave

Through jhedding of Thy Precious Blood,

Grant rejurrection from the grave

To all for whom Thy Flesh is Food :

 



Come unto 9$e. s

That with Thy Saints in Blifs for aye

Our ceajeless praijes we may pay,

And evermore in triumph jing

Unto the world's Creator-King.

Come unto 9pe.

 
H, for the time gone by, when thought

of Christ

Made His Yoke eajy and His Burden

light;

When my heart jlirred within me at the jight

Of Altar jpread for awful Eucharijl ;

When all my hopes His Promifes jufficed,

When my Soul watched for Him by day, by

night,

When my lamp lightened and my robe was

white,

And all Jeemed lojs, except the Pearl unpriced.

Yet, jince He calls me jlill with tender Call,

Since He remembers Whom I half forgot,

I even will run my race and bear my lot :

For Faith the walls ofJericho cajl down,

And Hope to whojb runs holds forth a Crown,

And Love is Christ, and Christ is All in all.
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i:ij0u art fair, %olat> tfjere i& no

fpot in tijee.

WOULD that I were fairer, Lord,

More what Thy Bride jhould be,

More meet to be the jharer, Lord,

Of Love and Heaven with Thee ;

Yet if Thy Love with me Thou'lt jhare,

I know that Love can make me fair.

O, would that I were purer, Lord,

More filled with Grace Divine ;

O, would that I were jurer, Lord,

That my whole heart is Thine ;

Were it jb pure that I might jee

Thy Beauty, I would grow like Thee.

O, would that I could higher, Lord,

Above theje jenfes live,

Each feeling, each dejire, Lord,

Could wholly to Thee give ;

The Love I thus would daily jhare,

That Love alone would make me fair.

Thy Goodness and Thy Beauty, Lord,

Shall robe and mirror be ;

With ornaments of duty, Lord,

I'll deck my Soul for Thee ;

Till all Thy Love beyond compare

Pajs into me, and make me fair.
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tlfta, (SJftoa, dSeCu, cfje per mfo bene.

|AIL ! Jesus, hail ! Who for my jake

Sweet Blood from Mary's Veins didjl

take

And jhed It all for me ;

Oh, blejjed be my Saviour's Blood,

My Life, my Light, my only Good

To all Eternity.

To endlejs ages let us praije

The Precious Blood, Whoje Price could raije

The world from wrath and jin ;

Whoje Streams our inward thirjl appeaje,

And heal the jinner's worjl dijeaje

If he but bathe therein.

O Sweetejl Blood, that can implore

Pardon of God and Heaven rejlore,

The Heaven which jin had lojl ;

While Abel's blood for vengeance pleads,

What Jesus jheds jlill intercedes

For thoje who wrong Him mojl.

Oh, to be jprinkled from the wells

Of Christ's own Sacred Blood, excels

Earth's bejl and highejl blifs ;

The Minijlers of Wrath Divine

Hurt not the happy hearts that jhine

With thoje red Drops of His.
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Ah, there is joy amid the Saints,

And Hell's dejpairing courage faints

When this jweet jong we raije ;

Oh, louder then, and louder jU11,

Earth with one mighty chorus fill,

The Precious Blood to praife.

 

^ier iff mtin ^rj.

||ERE is my Heart—my God, I give it

Thee ;

I heard Thee call and jay—

Not to the world, My Child, but unto

Me—

I heard, and will obey :

Here is Love's offering to my King,

Which in glad jacrifice I bring—

Here is my Heart.

Here is my Heart—jurely the gift, though poor,

My God will not dejpije ;

Vainly and long I jbught to make it pure

To meet Thy jearching Eyes ;

Corrupted firjl in Adam's fall,

The jlains of jin pollute it all—

My guilty Heart.

Here is my Heart—my Heart jb hard before,

Now by Thy Grace made meet,

Yet bruijed and wearied it can only pour

Its anguijh at Thy Feet :
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It groans beneath the weight of jin,

It jighs Salvation's joy to win—

My mourning Heart.

Here is my Heart—in Christ my longings end,

Near to His Crojs it draws ;

It jays—Thou art my Portion, O my Friend,

Thy Blood my Ranjbm was :

And in the Saviour it has found

What BleJJednejs and Peace abound—

My trujling Heart.

Here is my Heart—Ah, Holy Spirit, come !

Its nature to renew,

And confecrate it wholly to Thy Home

A Temple fair and true :

Teach it to love and jerve Thee more,

To fear Thee, trujl Thee and adore—

My cleanjed Heart.

Here is my Heart—it trembles to draw near

The Glory of Thy Throne :

Give it the jhining Robe Thy Servants wear

Of Righteoufnejs Thine own :

Its pride and folly chaje away

And all its vanity, I pray—

My humbled Heart.

Here is my Heart—teach it, O Lord, to cling

In gladnejs unto Thee ;

And in the day of jbrrow jlill to jing—

Welcome, my God's Decree ;



io preparatfon.

Believing all its journey through

That Thou art Wije and Jujl and True—

My waiting Heart.

Here is my Heart—O Friend of friends be near

To make each tempter fly ;

And when my latejl Foe I wait with fear

Give me the victory :

Gladly on Thy Love repojing,

Let me jay when life is clojing—

Here is my Heart.

 

3Drato near tottfj ifattij.

NTO Thy holy Altar, Lord,

Our heads and hearts bowed low,

Where Thou art mojl to be adored

We come Thy Grace to know.

Wearied and wounded in our jlrife

With Satan and with jin,

We come to Thee, the Bread of Life,

New Strength and Hope to win.

We do not ajk how it can be,

That Thou Thyjelf jhouldjl give

Into our hands and hearts ; but we

Receive Thee there and live.

Oh, dwell within us when we turn

Back on our earthly way ;

And may we by Thy Prejence learn

To love Thee more each day.
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AIL ! Thou, Who from Heaven on high

Health to all jicknejs bearejl ;

Hail ! Unto the darkened eye

Thou of all light the fairejl ;

Hail ! Dejire which life tranfcends

Of all Thy Saints departed ;

Hail ! Who to Thy loving Friends

Art e'er the Loving-hearted.

Hail ! Thou Bread of Angels blejl,

Mojl jweet and ever-precious ;

Hail ! Who with Divinejl tajle

Dojl in Thy Paths refrejh us ;

Thou in very truth art He

Whom my whole Soul dejireth ;

God and Man I worjhip Thee,

To Thee my faith ajpireth.

When in confcience or in thought

Guilt or dark error dwelleth,

Faith, by Thy dear Prejence brought,

All gloom and woe dijpelleth :

Make me all the fervour feel

Of that Thy Fire Divinejl ;

Now Thyjelf unjeen reveal

Who e'er in jecret jhinejl.
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Let the clouds, which dim my Soul,

Before Thy genial Splendour

Hence away far dijlant roll,

And leave it pure and tender.

Come ! O Christ, King ever blejl,

Come ! Thou our Conjblation,

In my heart a welcome Guejl

Fix Thy glad habitation.

May that golden jhaft of Love

Which once jb deeply jmote Thee,

And from Heaven, Thy Throne above,

Into this jad world brought Thee,

Wound anew Thy tender Heart,

That Thou in Glory reigning

Mayjl to me Thy Self impart,

From all Thy Wrath refraining.

Here Thy blejjed jbjourn make,

Fragrance and Joy diffufing ;

Rejl in my jad bojbm take,

Therein Thy manjion choojing.

God of Love and Clemency,

Now to Thyjelf unite me ;

And tranfgrejjbr though I be

Ne'er in dijpleajure jlight me.

Lord, of Thee this Gift I claim,

For this one Mercy pleading ;

For Thine ever-blejjed Name,

For that Thy Love exceeding,
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Which erjl made Thee deign to be

Of our frail flejh partaker ;

With Grace and Kindnej*s vlfit me

Thy Servant, O my Maker.

Chooje me for Thy dwelling-place

O God of my Salvation ;

Fold my heart in Thine Embrace,

Sweet Guejl, take here Thy Jlation :

Think not how I am with Thee

A vile and weak tranjgrejjor ;

Rather how, made Man, for me

Thou art an Intercejjbr.

By that mighty Love which moved

Thee on that Cross ajcending,

When thereon Thy Limbs beloved

Thou wajl meekly bending,

So with loving, kind Embrace

Cajl now Thine Arms around me ;

And by the bounties of Thy Grace

Give proof that I have found Thee.

3Lorfi, to Wnt altar let me p.

 

ORD, to Thine Altar let me go,

The Child of wearinejs and woe,

My Home to find ;

From jin and jenje and Jelf jet free,
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Abforbed alone in love to Thee,

Able to leave in liberty

This world behind.

Jesus, be Thou my Heavenly Food,

Sweet Source Divine of every Good,

Centre of Rejl ;

One with Thy Heart let me be found,

Projlrate upon that holy Ground,

Where Grace and Peace and Life abound

Drawn from Thy Breaft.

There let me lean and live and lie,

As fajl the fleeting moments fly

Sands in a glajs,

Which Time may jhake with rejllejs hand,

Yet only at Thine own Command,

Till to a dearer, happier Land

My Soul jhall pajs.

Then, then unveiled wilt Thou appear

To thoje, who walking with Thee here

Theje wilds have trod

In faith, that with the Cherubim,

The Saints and Hojls of Seraphim,

They too may join th' eternal Hymn

To Thee, O God.
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^fje Scorning of lEUception.

T is a Day of fear :

Rije up betimes, go forth alone

With tongue fajl Jealed and heart bowed

down,

Becaufe thy Lord is near.

Leave not thy thoughts to roam

Hither and thither, where they would ;

Lejl fretful cares on thee jhould crowd,

Forgetful of thy Home.

Let not thine eye go free ;

Look on the earth beneath thy feet,

The pit that for thy jins was meet

Had God been jujl with thee.

Bethink thee of thy jin—

A jlifling cloud, a fejlering jbre,

A rotting canker at the core

That gnaws thy heart within.

Good art thou to the jight ;

But would thy cheek be dry as now,

As gay thy jmile, as bright thy brow,

If all were brought to light ?

Yet, not in gloomy jadnejs

Be thy heart bowed and eye down cajl ;

Is not the night of jbrrow pajl ?

Is't not a Morn of gladnejs ?
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Think on the Holy Feajl,

On His dear Love and gracious Name

Who janctifies Himjelf, the jame

Both Sacrifice and Priejl.

Go and be One with Him ;

Dwell thou in Him and He in thee ;

Him freely love Who Jets thee free,

Though but in jhadow dim.

For it jhall not be Jo

In that great Day, when faithful Souls,

Whom flejh doth jway and jin controls,

As they are known jhall know,

To be for ever One

With Him Whom, with the Father High

And Spirit, Angels tremblingly

Adore as God alone.

Bkfs, Lord, Thy Child, oh, bkfs;

Strengthen my weaknejs ; jbothe my grief ;

Forgive and help mine unbelief;

Rejlore my faithlejjhejs.

fealtoe, feffa SDfegf.

AIL ! fejlal Day, for evermore adored,

The Virgin-Church jalutes her Bride

groom Lord.

This is God's Palace, Houje ofPeace and Health,

Here the poor enter to their Father's Wealth.
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Here David's Son abides, Who makes us kin

To God and man theje Mother-walls within.

Ye are the wedded Band, the nuptial Ring,

If keeping truth your Heavenly troth ye bring.

Here New Jerujalem dejcendeth bright,

Frejh decked with jewels from the Halls of Light.

Here fruits of Faith, that jpring from holy Love,

The King ofJujlice waters from above.

This David's Tower of Strength—Oh, run with

jpeed,

Here jhalt thou find the Pledge of Heaven indeed.

This is God's Ark that, while the faithful roam,

Bears them o'er trembling waters jafely Home.
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LORD, Who on that lajl jad eve,

Ere Thou didjl die to jave our race,

The Fruits ofthis Thy Death didjl leave,

In our New-covenant Meal ofGrace ;

For this, of all Thy Gifts the bejl,

Thy holy Name be praijed and blejl.

New Life, from Thy Life-giving Blood,

This Sacramental Cup bejlows ;

We take and eat this hallowed Food

In memory of Thy dying Woes ;
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Thy Wounds, Thy Crojs, Thy bitter Pain,

Our thoughts recall them all again.

We hail an added Sign and Seal

Anew on burdened hearts imprejfed,

That Thy deep Wounds our wounds can heal :

Thy Love has jet our fears at rejl,

Cancelled the debt we could not pay,

Torn up and thrown the bond away.

The cords more firmly here we tie,

That cloje with Thee our Souls unite ;

The flame of Love mounts up on high,

And rules with all-jubduing might :

This jacred Rite can Grace afford,

To make us one with Thee, O Lord.

With that new Strength from Thee derived,

The Strength Thy Flesh and Blood impart,

Here feels his inner Life revived,

Each Guejl who comes with faithful heart :

With frejh rejblve once more begin

The works of Faith, the wars with jin.

With all Thy Members, Christ, our Head,

We cherijh thus Communion jweet ;

To drink One Cup, to eat One Bread,

This makes our Union more complete :

One Soul unites our Brother-band

PoJJeflbrs of this Covenant land.
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Thy Flesh a jblemn Pledge conveys,

That our weak flejh, though here it dies,

Like herbs brought forth by dews and rays,

A glorious Body jhall arije,

Which, when this pilgrim jlate is o'er,

Shall live with Thee for evermore.

O Lamb of God, juch precious Gifts

Are in this holy Banquet jlored,

The Soul from earth to Heaven it lifts

In faith to feed at this Thy Board :

How high the Feajl, the gain how vajl,

Where Thou Thyjelf art our Repajl.

Uocatton of tfje spirit anti tfje Brftie.

HAT jblemn Joy jhould be

In people and in Priejl !

Christ on the cruel Crojs we Jee

And yet ! it is a Feajl.

His Flesh is Meat indeed,

And Drink indeed His Blood ;

For, if by living faith we feed,

They yield immortal Food.

No fitting place hajl thou

Theje hallowed Walls within,

If in thy heart and on thy brow

Be unrepented jin.
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But let the trujlful Soul

On Jesus' Blood rely,

Give all its powers to Love's control,

And—Abba, Father—cry;

Then—Come—the Spirit calls,

The Bride repeats the jbund :

Wide open are the royal Halls,

And richejl Sweets abound.

All at this Feajl of Love

In wedding robes are drejl ;

But one the Bridegroom's Hand hath wove

For every willing Guejl.

^otiiernae %nx t»ieu

 

HE Sun that lights this happy day

For rijen man on toil intent,

For us lights up a jurer ray,

Renews the Holy Sacrament,

Wherever contrite Love hath place,

A healing Balm, a quickening Grace.

To-day th' eternal Promije comes,

Th' eternal Hand is open jpread,

We Jcarcely looked for falling Crumbs,

We win the children's Pilgrim-Bread ;

As Bread of old from Heaven was Jent

He comes, a Gift mojl excellent.
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That was the bread which Mojes gave

The tribes in Sinai's wildernejs,

Fruit of a Law which could not jave—

But this is Bread of Angels ; This

He gave Who jits upon Heaven's Throne,

At His Lajl Supper to His Own.

Hajl thou a Spirit pure and free

In yearnings, hating nought but jin ?

Life of the world yet given for thee,

This Bread renews the heart within ;

Vain juch a Myjlery to jhow

Are eyes. Have Faith—and thou jhalt know.

Hail ! Bread Immortal ; Hail ! Sweet Food,

Sweet unto thoje Thou feedejl thus ;

Hail ! Everlajling Lamb, Whoje Blood

Is our Salvation. Come to us ;

We thirjl ; we tremble ; we implore

Thy Grace. Oh, feed us evermore.

SL ^rocefltonal Ijmn.

O ! in wondrous Condejcenjion

Jesus Jeeks His Altar-throne ;

Though in lively Symbols hidden,

Faith and Love His Prejence own :

When the Lord His Temple vijits

Let the lijlening earth be jlill ;

May the Spirit's jweet indwelling

Each believing heart fulfil.
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Here, in Figure reprejented,

See the PaJJion once again ;

Here, behold the Lamb mojl Holy

As for our Redemption jlain ;

Here the Saviour's Body broken,

Here the Blood which Jesus jhed—

Myjlic Food of Life eternal—

See, for our Refrejhment jpread.

Here jhall highejl praife be offered,

Here jhall meekejl prayer be poured,

Here with body, Soul, and jpirit,

God Incarnate be adored :

Holy Jesu, for Thy Coming

May Thy Love our hearts prepare ;

Thine we fain would have them wholly,

Enter, Lord, and tarry there.

 

^olp fealt.

|0 ! the Feajl is jpread to-day ;

Jesus jummons, come away

From the vanity of life,

From the jbunds of mirth or jlrife

To the Feajl by Jesus given,

Come ! and tajle the Bread of Heaven.

Why, with proud excufe and vain,

Spurn His Mercy once again ?

From amidjl life's jbcial ties,

From the farm and merchandije,
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Come ! for all is now prepared,

Freely given, be freely jhared.

Blejjed are the lips that tajle

Our Redeemer's Marriage-feajl ;

Blejjed, who on Him jhall feed,

Bread of Life and Drink indeed ;

Blejjed, for their thirjl is o'er,

They jhall never hunger more.

Make then once again your choice ;

Hear to-day His calling Voice :

Servants, do your Majler's Will ;

Bidden Guejls, His Table fill ;

Come ! before His Wrath jhall jwear—

Ye jhall never enter there.

leCujf, Source of efcerp ©letting.

ESUS, Source of every BlejJing,

Jesus, every Joy pojjejjing,

Come and repoje upon my breajl

And makeThy Child and creature blejl.

Oh, filent, jilent, jbft and jlow

With jlreams of Love our hearts o'erflow,

And In its waters pure and deep

Our wearied Soul and jenjfes jleep.

Lojl in the jblemn jweet delight

Of holding Thee, my Saviour Bright,

My jpirit faint with love doth jay—

Stay with us, Jesus, Jesus, jlay !
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Stay with Thy Children, Jesus, jlay !

While the Sun goes its onward way ;

Stay with us, Jesus, when the night

Purjues its courfe through jlars of light.

Stay with us, Jesus, when the jmile

Ofjoy doth all our jleps beguile ;

Stay with us, Jesus, when we weep

With Thee on Calvary's mountain jleep.

Through jmiles and tears, through night and day,

Stay with Thy Children, Jesus, jlay !

And when we bend our heads in death,

Stay and receive our parting breath.

And jilent, jilent, jbft and jlow

With jlreams of Love our hearts o'erflow,

Till on Thy jweet and jacred Breajl

We jleep at lajl, for ever blejl.

H?eabenl]> fefjepfjero'sf coarge.

ITH the Bread of Life eternal

Feed My Flock when I am gone ;

By clear jlreams, through pajlures

vernal,

To fair Zion lead them on :

They are in a land ofjlrangers,

Sorely tempted and opprejjed ;
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In their path lie many dangers ;

This is not their place of rejl.

Be their Shepherd ; watch them kindly ;

Guide the young ; jiipport the old ;

Bring the wanderer back who blindly,

Led by Folly, leaves the Fold ;

Lejl the Wolf, in ambujh lying

For jbme lojl one gone ajlray,

Weary, faint, dejerted, dying,

Seize the unrejijling prey.

Take My Crook—for them I bore it—

And in no wije lay it down,

Till I call thee to rejlore it

And receive thy Heavenly Crown.

 

flfta, 6ulct0 am'ma.

ASTE ! my Soul, thou Sijler jweet

Who all my being jharejl,

For thy Spouje a chamber meet

Now Jee that thou preparejl ;

For a kind and gentle Guejl

To vijit thee intendeth :

All that Heaven hath fair and bejl

To greet thee condejcendeth.

He Whoje Prejence e'er imparts

A Joy which pajjeth meajure,

He Whoje Friendjhip on all hearts

Bejloweth boundlejs pleajure,
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Would pojfejs this breajl of thine,

With thee His jbjoum making,

With thee at thy board recline,

With thee His Supper taking.

Arife ! and run to meet thy Lord,

E'en now His Steps are near thee ;

Thine heart a hallowed jhrine afford

For Him to dwell and cheer thee ;

Oh, hold Him fajl in thine embrace,

Let Him go from thee never,

Till with the fulnejs of His Grace

He blejs thee here and ever.

%ty ceaCeleCsf 31nterce0tton of C&rttt.

 

ATHER of Love, Who didjl not jpare

For us Thine Only Son,

Oh, look on Him, and hear the prayer

Of Thy poor juppliant one :

Behold His pierced Hands and Feet,

Pleading for us e'en now ;

Behold that wounded Heart jb jweet ;

Behold, upon His Brow

The traces of the thorny Crown ;

Behold the jlripes He bore ;

By theje He claims us for His Own,

His Own for evermore.
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Oh, look on Him, and let the Cry

Of this our Brother's Blood,

Who Guiltlejs for our guilt did die,

Afcend to Thee our God.

Wilt Thou refufe His Love, His Toil,

The one Reward they crave ?

Shall His mojl deadly Foe dejpoil

The Souls He died to jave ?

Father, oh, that be far from Thee,

That Thou jhould'Jl turn away

When in that Name's high Merits we

Kneel humbly down to pray.

For this is Thy Beloved Son

In Whom Thou art well pleajed ;

Who for the jins that we had done

Thine Anger jujl appealed.

Clothed in His Raiment we appear,

Kneeling before His Throne,

Bejprinkled with that Blood fa dear,

The Garment Thou wilt own ;

And for Its jake, the jinner vile

Is made Thy Wedding-Guejl—

E'en juch an one as her, erewhile

By jeven Fiends pojjejjed.

No depths ofjin can drown that Love,

No water quench its fire :

Dejponding Soul, arije ! and prove

Its Might, its jlrong Dejire :
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Come ! yea in lowliejl confidence

Approach in Jesus' Name ;

Greater His Love than all offence—

Father, that Love we claim :

Bending before Thine Altar low

We offer It to Thee :

The purejl Offering earth can know,

Or Heaven look down to jee.

M

Penitence before ^olj Communfon.

NEEL lowly down,

Poor recreant Child ofHeavenlySire ;

Take ajhes from the fire,

And where the great Creator placed

the crown

Let largely jcattered, thickly lie

The emblems pale of thy mortality.

Strip," jlrip thee bare,

Poor worshipper of Mammon's gaudy vejl,

Better were jhirt of hair

Than thus to be dijhonourably drejjed ;

And whiljl good Angels jhade thy brow,

Thy jelf-revenge and indignation jhew,

Yea, lowly kneel :

And as the dropping wears the jlone,

Or jand the griding jleel,

So fajl and frequent fall thy jbrrows down,

Nor let the haughty-hearted jay—

He knows to peace and Heaven a jurer way.
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For on thee kneeling,

In lowly plight and tearful guije,

The jbft balm-dews are jlealing,

And Heaven reopens to thy ravijhed eyes ;

While Christ Himself intones the Voice

That bids thee jweetly through thy tears rejoice.
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ESU, Jesu, come to me,

Longeth all my Soul for Thee :

Thou my Friend and Comfort art,

Clajp, oh, clajp me to Thy Heart.

Life without Thee is but pain ;

Drooping hearts Thou dojl jujlain ;

Oh, how jighs my heart for Thee ;

Good Lord Jesu, come to me.

Nothing that on earth I jee

Can my jpirit's jblace be ;

Only Thy dear Love, O Lord,

Peace and quickening can afford.

Therefore long I after Thee,

Hajle, Lord Jesu, come to me ;

Falling on my wounded heart

Let Thy Balm heal all its jmart.

Thou didjl die upon the Rood,

Giv'jl Thy Body for my Food :
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Let my grateful love for Thee

Sing Thy Praije eternally.

Sinful, Lord, I jland confejl

All unfit to be Thy Guejl ;

Speak the Word unto my Soul,

Straight that Word jhall make it whole.

Grant me Thy Forgivenejs free

In Death's awful agony ;

Be my Guardian in that jlrife ;

Raije Thou me to endlejs Life.

 

draper atiti Sacrifice.

H, weak aremybejl thoughts, and'poor

Is all that I can jay,

Whether I lift my voice in praije

Or kneel me down to pray :

Wherefore I thank Thee, Gracious Lord,

Whoje Love provides for me

A higher and more perfec! way

Of drawing nigh to Thee—

The Way of Sacrifice—ordained

When earth was in its prime ;

UJed by the hoary Patriarchs

All through the olden time ;

To Ijrael's Children in the Law

Of trembling Sinai given ;

To us in later days confirmed

By Christ Himjelf from Heaven.
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O jweet ecjlatic thought ! 'tis mine

To offer as of yore

A Sacrifice, and One in Power

Excelling all before ;

For me upon an Altar fair

Is pleaded, day by day,

The Body and the Blood of Him

Whom Heaven and earth obey :

And as the jcarcely buoyant plank,

Knit in the vejjel's jide,

With eaje careers acrojs the waves

O'er leagues of ocean wide,

So too, though weak my prayer, O Lord,

Though poor my praijes be,

Yet, knit with this high Sacrifice,

They win their way to Thee.

(EUtfum flD JFrumenturm

HOLY Wheat elected,

When wilt Thou come to me ?

Stay of my heart dejected,

It would Thy Temple be.

Even as Thy Will hath jpoken

It lies beneath Thee broken ;

O when, O when the token

That it hath Thee ?

Keen be my faith and jleady,

Far be all jlain ofjin ;
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O God, my heart is ready ;

O Jesu, enter in.

Shall my love fail ? Oh, never ;

This be my one endeavour,

Here be Thy rejl for ever,

Grant I may win.
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NTO Thy Feajl with heart deep hujhed

And lowly bended knee,

As Thou commandedjl, Blejjed Lord,

I come, remembering Thee.

With thankfulnejs that weeps its joy,

I lijlen tremblingly

Unto the Words of Love Divine—

My Blood was jhed for Thee :

My Body given—Jesu, Lord,

Through all I fly to Thee ;

In life, in death, at every hour

Do Thou remember me.

Grant Thou me Food to jtay my Soul

That I in Thee may live ;

Till I have left this mortal jlrife

Vouchjafe that Food to give.

When fought the Fight and kept the Faith

Death comes to jet me free,

Receive me, Jesu, Lord, receive,

In Love remember me.



33

%ty fount of dealing;.

[HRISTIAN, hajle ! thy Lord invites

1 And the Food that Angels tajle not

May by jinful man be jhared.

Sorrow-jlricken, heavy-laden,

To the living Waters flee ;

Cajl thy load of guilt and jbrrow

At His Feet Who died for thee.

Wending to His Prejence-chamber,

Is thy drooping jpirit crojl

By unbidden thoughts evoking

Phantoms of the loved and lojl ?

He Who waiteth to enfold thee

In the everlajling Arms,

Other ties jhall weave around thee,

Ties Death junders not nor harms.

He Who drained the Cup of anguijh

Human grief can janctify ;

He jhall give thee joys that bring not

Tears and jad jatiety.

See ! for way-worn feet and bleeding

Wide His Palace-gate He flings,

Blind and lame and halt are welcomed

By th' anointed King of kings.

 

thee,

Lo ! His Banquet is prepared,

D
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In the old world's blijsful Garden,

' Eat not,' was the Law Divine :

' Eat,' breathed low the fallen Angel

' And undying Life is thine.'

Now, O Myjlery deep and wondrous !

Now the Mandate is reverfed,

' Eat,' proclaims the Voice from Heaven,

' Eat not,' whijpers the Accurjl.

Tarry not then, Child of Adam,

Gird thee for the coming jlrife ;

Ere the jhadow darken o'er thee,

Eat the Bread of deathlejs Life.

%izbt tiie fiu micfj Co tnUDe.

 
LOVE, Who formedjl me to wear

The Image of Thy Godhead here ;

Who jbughtejl me with tender care

Through all my wanderings wild and

drear ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.

O Love, Who ere life's earliejl dawn

Thy choice on me hath gently laid ;

O Love, Who here as Man wajl born

And wholly like to us wajl made ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.
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O Love, Who once in time wajl jlain,

Pierced through and through with bitter woe ;

O Love, Who wrejlling thus didjl gain

That we eternal Joy might know ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.

O Love, of Whom is Truth and Light,

The Word and Spirit, Life and Power,

Whoje Heart was bared to them that jmite

To jhield us in our trial hour ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.

O Love, Who thus hajl bound me fajl

Beneath that gentle Yoke of Thine ;

Love, Who hajl conquered me at lajl

And wrapt away this heart of mine ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.

O Love, Who lovejl me for aye,

Who for my Soul dojl ever plead ;

O Love, Who didjl my Ranjbm pay,

Whoje Power jufficeth in my jlead ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.

O Love, Who once jhalt bid me rife

From out this dying life of ours ;
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O Love, Who once o'er yonder jkies

Shall jet me in the fadelejs bowers ;

O Love, I give myjelf to Thee,

Thine ever, only Thine to be.

 

(£mmau&

jjUR heart burned in us on the way—

I hear theje wondering Brethren jay ;

They felt the Look, the Speech Divine—

Is ever jiich experience mine ?

In holy Services have I

Been confcious that the Lord was nigh ?

As worjhip kindled could I jay—

The Lord was with me on the way ?

Through holy Emblems do I jee

The Living Saviour near to me ?

In kindling zeal of praife and prayer

Does Christ reveal His Prejence there?

Though dark my path, I will not fear

If only I may feel Him near;

My spirit warmed I know not how,

Till Faith reveals, Lord, it is Thou.

 

from ttft Canticles

H, jbmetime draw the veil ajide

When I look up above,

And let the weary-hearted Bride

At lajl behold her Love.
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I jee in thought and weeping trace

Thoje Lineaments of Thine,

Th' eternal Beauty of the Face

Which makes all Heaven Divine.

The darknejs jlill is unwithdrawn,

The jlars jhine through the blue ;

I have culled my daijies ere the dawn,

My lilies in the dew.

I gathered them while others jleep—

A crown for Thee to wear ;

Till Thou and Daylight come, oh, keep

My blojjbms frejh and fair.
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COME, O Lord, to Thee—

In jad and grievous thought I hear Thy

call—

And I mujl come, or elfe from Thee I fall

Deeper in mijery.

I have not kept Thy Word,

And yet Thou biddejl me to tajle Thy Love,

Shaming my faithlejs heart that e'er could rove

From Thee, O Gracious Lord.

Shame wraps my heart around,

Like morning gloom upon the mountains jpread ;

Indignant memory, avenger dread,

Deepens each rejllejs wound.
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Yet mujl I come to Thee—

Thou hajl the Words of Life, and Thou alone—

Thou jitt'Jl upon the Mediator's Throne—

Where jhould a jinncr flee ?

Nor Saint nor Angel's will

Could lift the burden from this loaded breajl ;

Weary I come, and Thou wilt give me rejl,

Thou wilt Thy Word fulfil.

I come to Thee ; fince all

To faith is poJjible, in faith I come ;

As blind and deaf and halt and maimed and dumb,

Before Thy Feet I fall.

Whom didjl Thou turn away ?

From what dijlrejs was hid Thy pitying Face ?

What cold rebuke e'er checked the cry for Grace ?

Can I unheeded pray?

Saviour ! O come to jave !

Speak but theWord—Thy Servant jhall be whole ;

Turn, Lord, and look on me ; quicken my Soul

Out of this living Grave.

For Thou art here mojl nigh :

Strength in this Bread, Refrejhment in this Wine

Lie hid, in earthly things Thy Power Divine,

Myjins to crucify.

Enter my opening heart ;

Fill it with Love and Peace and Light from

Heaven ;

Give me Thyjelf—for all in Thee is given ;

Come—never to depart.
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JEBELLIOUS Reajbn, thy bold wit

confine ;

Yield captive. Who commands ? The

Glorious God.

And why? Becaufe thy doubtful pride, unawed,

Bows not to greet Heaven's Sacrament Divine.

Who jhall arreft juch freeborn power as mine ?

Th' obedient Will, where Love's meek ardours

burn.

And who jhall keep me bound ? Nojailer jlern,

But Faith whose bond is Wifdom's discipline.

And what the Prijbn ? The Holy Church of God.

O Prijbn, the brightejl home of earth below,

Whoje Treajure turns to joy all mortal pain :

To thoje who loathe not thy myjterious Food,

Such jlreams of Sweetness and of Glory flow,

As all the Blifs of Eden bring again.

Corpusf Cfjrfttu

 

jEJOICE ! ye Angels, and thou Church

This day triumphant here below ;

He comes in meekejl Emblems clad,

Himjelf He cometh to bejlow.

That Body which thou gav'jl, O Earth,

He giveth back—that Flesh, that Blood,

Born of the Altar's myjlic birth,

At once thy Worjhip and thy Food.
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He Who of old on Calvary bled

On all thine Altars lies to-day,

A bloodlejs Sacrifice but dread,

The Lamb in Heaven adored for aye.

His Godhead on the Crofs He veiled,

His Manhood here He veileth too ;

But Faith has eagle eyes unfcaled,

And Love to Him jhe loves is true.

I will not leave you orphans. Lo !

While lajls the world with you am I :

Saviour, we jee Thee not, but know

With burning hearts that Thou art nigh.

He comes. Blue Heaven, thine incenje breathe

O'er all the confecrated jbd ;

And thou, O Earth, with flowers enwreathe

The Steps of thine Advancing God.

iDut of tfje 2Deep fjatie 31 calleti unto W$tz.

 

|UT of the deeps how often hath my cry

Gone up to God on the wild wings of

prayer !

Even jb often hath He deigned to hear;

So often hath He jaid—Thou jhalt not die ;

So often—Stand upon thy feet once more ;

So often—Serve Me better than before.

But I, the river of my pain being pajl,

Slighted His SuccourWhohad borne me through,
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Daily deferring the jweet jervice due,

Till jeemed that Mercy's Jelfmight jcarce refrain

Her patient hands from vengeance at the lajl.

But Thee, jlill jeeking Thy reluctant Sheep

Mid thorny-tangled brakes that pierce Thee deep,

Iron ingratitude repels in vain.

 

RIENDS in Jesus, now draw near,

Brothers, Sijlers, enter here ;

Filled with humble, glad emotion,

Bowed in lowly, deep devotion :

Come ! approach the jacred Board,

'Tis the Supper of the Lord ;

Where the choicejl Things of Heaven

From His loving Heart are given.

He Who leaving Throne and Crown

To our fallen world came down,

All our wants and woes to jhare,

All our jins and griefs to bear ;

He Who journeyed weary years

In the land of toil and tears,

Onward to the Crojs and Grave

Hajlening the lojl to jave ;



42 '(Efje preparation.

He devijed this Feajl of Love,

Thus the coldejl heart to move,

Thus to bring Himself more near,

Thus to make Himjelf more dear.

On the jacred Symbols feajling,

All the Love ofJesus tajling,

All the Spirit's Grace and Power,

Oh, the jweetnejs of the hour.

Who can tell the joy, the blijs

Of Communion jiich as this ;

Sink, my Soul, in deep projlration,

Lowly, fervent adoration ;

Earth-bound hearts, at length arije ;

Reajbn, jbar beyond the jkies ;

At Thine Altar, Lord, we bend,

Let the Fire from Heaven dejcend.

Hujh your Anthems, Cherubim ;

Stand ajlonijhed, Seraphim ;

Men on earth, your Brothers lowly,

I Dare to join your ' Holy, Holy.'

Lord, may Grace imparted here

In our future lives appear :

Theje have been—let others jay—

At the gates of Heaven to-day.
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WEET and Beauteous, hail to Thee !

God Who jb hajl loved me,

Jesu Gentle, Jesu Dear,

When I jland Thine Altar near

Grant me to be ranked among

Thoje Elect who round Thee throng,

Fill me with Thy fullejl Grace.

Hail ! O Christ, Thou Saviour Blejl,

Only Hope of Souls dijlrejjed,

Hear, oh, hear me as I pray,

Purge, O Lord, my guilt away;

And to baffle Satan's art

Give me jaintlinejs of heart,

Every evil from me chaje.

Hail to Thee ! O Royal Head,

Which beneath the thorns hajl bled,

Marked with jpitting and with Gore,

Whence the Hair Thy foemen tore ;

Bow down, Lord, Thyjelf, and hear,

To Thy Servant's prayer give ear,

Hearken, O Redeemer mild.

Hail to Thee ! my Saviour's Side,

Whence poured forth the mingled Tide,

When the Blood and Water flowed

Where the Spear had made a road ;
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In that Fountain wajh me, Lord,

Throughly deanfe the guilt abhorred

Of my Soul by jin defiled.

Hail ! O Stream, when wajhed by Thee

All the world from jlain is free,

From a jpotlejs Heart and pure

Thou hajl flowed to work our cure :

May the voice of jaintly prayer

Rije to Christ for me, who dare

Of this Chalice drink to-day.

Hail ! O Son of God mojl High,

What I longed for now have I ;

Through this precious Gift once more,

When this life is pajl and o'er,

Guard me from my cruel foe,

Grant me, Lord, Thy Face to know

And to dwell with Thee for aye.

flDur 3Datl|? 35reatu

IVE us our daily Bread,

O God, the Bread of jlrength ;

For we have learnt to know

How weak we are at length :

As children we are weak,

As children mujl be fed ;

Give us Thy Grace, O Lord,

To be our daily Bread.

 

.1



Give us our daily Bread,

The bitter Bread of grief :

We jbught earth's poifoned feajls

For pleajure and relief ;

We jbught her deadly fruits,

But now, O God, injlead,

We ajk Thy healing Grief

To be our daily Bread.

Give us our daily Bread

To cheer our fainting Soul ;

The Feajl of Comfort, Lord,

And Peace to make us whole ;

For we are jick of tears,

The ufelejs tears we jhed ;

Now give us Comfort, Lord,

To be our daily Bread.

Give us our daily Bread,

The Bread of Angels, Lord,

By us jb many times

Broken, betrayed, adored ;

His Body and His Blood,

The Feajl that Jesus jpread,

Give Him, our Life, our All,

To be our daily Bread.
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Hatttf ~>al&atoriss.

HERE is an everlajling Home

Where contrite Souls may hide,

Where death and danger dare not come,

The Saviour's Side.

It was a cleft of matchlejs Love

Opened when He had died,

When Mercy hailed in worlds above

That wounded Side.

Hail ! Rock of Ages, pierced for me,

The grave of all my pride ;

Hope, Peace and Heaven are all in Thee,

Thy jheltering Side.

There ijjued forth the double Flood,

The jin-atoning Tide,

Injlreams of Water and of Blood

From that dear Side.

There is the only Fount of Blijs

In joy and jbrrow tried ;

No refuge for the heart like this,

A Saviour's Side.

Thither the Church, through all her days,

Points as a faithful guide,

And celebrates with ceajeless praife

That jpear-pierced Side.
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|ORD Jesus Christ, my faithful Shep

herd, hear ;

Feed me with Thy Grace, draw inly

near ;

By Thee redeemed, in Thee alone I live,

All I need 'tis Thou canjl give.

Ah, Lord, thy timid Sheep now feed

With joy upon Thy Heavenly mead ;

Lead us to the cryjlal River

Whence our life is flowing ever.

For Thou art calling all the toil-opprejjed,

All the weary to Thy Rejl ;

The pardon of their jins is here be/lowed,

Thou dojl free them from their load.

Ah, come ! Thyjelf put forth Thine Hand,

Unbind this heavy iron band ;

Set me from my jbrrows free,

Give me jlrength to follow Thee.

Thou fain wouldjl heart and Soul to Thee incline ;

Take me from myjelf and make me Thine ;

Thou art the Vine and I the branch ; oh, grant

I may grow in Thee a living plant.
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Meyct to MvtrTiipiov.

jHRIST, we turn our eyes to Thee

And this mighty Myjlery :

Habakkuk exclaimed of old,

In the Holy Spirit bold—

Thou jhalt come in time appointed

For the help of Thine' Anointed.

Tajle of Myrrh He deigned to know

Who redeemed the jburce of woe :

Now He bids all jicknejs ceaje

Through the Honeycomb of Peace ;

And to this world deigns to give

That Tweet Fruit by which we live.

Patient Lord, with loving Eye

Thou invitejl Thomas nigh,

Showing of that wounded Side ;

While the world is certified

How the third day, from the Grave,

Jesus Christ aroje to jave.

Blejl, O Didymus, the tongue

Where that firjl ConfeJjion hung,

Firjt the Saviour to proclaim,

Firfl the Lord of Life to name ;

Such the Graces it jupplied—

That dear touch ofJesus' Side.
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herein isf Uotje.

|OVE, Jlrong as death, nay, jlronger,

Love mightier than the grave,

Broad as the earth and longer

Than ocean's widejl wave :

This is the Love that jbught us ;

This is the Love that bought us ;

This is the Love that brought us

To gladdejl day from jaddejl night,

From deepejl jhame to glory bright,

From depths of death to Life's fair height,

From darknejs to the joy of light :

This is the Love that leadeth

Us to His Table here ;

This is the Love that jpreadeth

For us this royal Cheer.

C&e CroCss tfje anticipation of tfje altar.

 

|ALK not of Bread ; the Soul entranced

but eyes

That Heavenly Form Jo buffeted

and bruifed :

Talk not of Wine ; the Soul entranced dejcries

That Brow, that Side with Healing Blood

juffufed :
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Nor tell me of a confecrated Board ;

Hence with the wings of wafting Faith I rove ;

On Golgotha before th' Expiring Lord

I bend in grief, ajlonijhment and love.

Sweet is the liquid grape to him that glows

With gajping thirjl, or bread to jlarved dijlrejs ;

But jweeter far a Saviour's Death to thoje

Who thirjl and hunger after Righteoujhejs.

Oh, as the branch is nourijhed by the Vine—

Thou, Saviour, art the Vine, the branches we—

Still may our Spirits in this myjlic Wine

Drink life, health, beauty, joy, fejlivity.

SLn (Eurfjarittic Salutation.

 

ESU, we laud and worfhip Thee,

The veiled Incarnate Deity,

Since jinful man eats Angels' Food,

The Bread of Life, the Precious

Blood.

Oft as we Jeek Thine Altar-Throne

Help every Soul in Tuppliant tone,

As Love's own voice comes whijpering by

To ajk with tears—Lord, is it I ?

Lord, is it I who doubt if Thou

Art really Prejent with us now,
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Prejent to calm each aching breajl,

To give the heavy laden rejl ?

Lord, is it I who turn away

And go like Judas to betray,

As if no Pajchal Blood had gleamed

On lips which Grace has once redeemed ?

Jesu, what Love can Thine tranfcend.

Love without meajure, time or end,

Which gives to thoje who jeek Thy Feet

Thy Blood to drink, Thy Flesh to eat ?

O Glory, that no tongue can tell,

O Prejence mojl ineffable,

Hidden in Forms of Bread and Wine

Faith now adores her Lord Divine.

Yes, jpotlejs Victim, jinlejs Priejl,

We hail Thee in this awful Feajl ;

And pray through It our Souls uplift

To Thee, the Giver and the Gift.

In hours of woe, in time of wealth,

Be this Tweet Food the Spirit's health,

Till in this Strength we reach our home,

Till to the Mount of God we come.

There we jhall jee, unveiled at lajt,

When Holy Sacraments are pajl,

The Prejence which on earth we own,

And know even as we are known.



52 Hty preparation.

Jesu, all laud and praije to Thee,

At this high Feajl our prayer jhall be,

That we, who hymn this mighty Grace,

In Heaven may _fee Thee Face to face.
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|ITH the Precious Blood anointed,

Thee we hail, O holiejl Tree !

Life at thy blejl touch returning

Owns thy wondrous potency ;

Such thy glory, juch thy virtue

Since our Saviour hung on thee.

Fount of univerjal BlejJing

Which the Wounds ofJesus yield,

Let the wounded gaze upon thee

And their wounds jhall jlraight be healed ;

Only let them look believing,

They jhall prove what Christ revealed.

Holy Crojs, thou Seat ofJudgment,

Where the Jujl One jat enthroned

To pronounce the righteous Sentence,

Yet His righteous Ire dijbwned

When He bare the Wood of healing,

Who the Rod of vengeance owned.

Thou in Whom all things are holy,

Whence alone things holy flow,
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Though our jins be dark and fearful

Thou canjl make them white as jhow ;

Let thy healing dews refrejh us

When we meet our lajl jharp woe.

HOU givejl us the Bread of Life

Without the jlrife,

The wearinejs of heart, the toil, the care

With which our earthly tables we pre

pare.

The world is full of deep unrejl :

But we are blejl

Who jee our Loving Father's Table jpread,

E'en in the wildernejs, with daily Bread :

Nor Bread alone, but alfo Wine ;

The living Vine

Supplies us daily from th' unfailing jlore,

That we may never thirjl nor hunger more.

Thou lovejl us—we need not fear

To draw jb near ;

Thou longejl all Thy weary Ones to feed,

For Thou alone canjl jatisfy our need.
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&peafc gentlp to tfje Crrfng;.

PEAK gently to the Erring—

Ye know not all the power

With which the dark Temptation

In jbme unguarded hour :

Ye may not know how earnejlly

They jlruggled or how well,

Until the hour of weaknejs came

And jadly thus they fell.

Speak kindly of the Erring—

Oh ! do not thou forget

However darkly jlained by jin,

He is thy Brother yet ;

Heir of the jelf-jame Heritage,

Child of the Self-fame God,

He hath but jlumbled in the path

Thou hajl in weaknejs trod.

Speak gently to the Erring—

For is it not enough

That innocence and peace are gone,

Without thy cenfure rough ?

It jurely is a weary lot

That jin-crujhed heart to bear ;

And they who jhare a happier fate

Their chidings well may jpare.
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Speak kindly to the Erring—

Thou yet mayjl lead him back,

With holy words and tones of We,

From Mijery's thorny track :

Forget not thou hajl often jinned,

And jinful yet mujl be ;

Deal kindly with the erring One

As God hath dealt with thee.
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|OOD of the hungry,

Hope of the jad,

Rejl of the weary,

Blijs of the glad ;

Stay of the helplejs,

Strength of the weak,

Life of the lifelejs,

Joy of the joylejs,

Crown of the meek :

Nurture of Angels,

Manna from Heaven ;

Comfort of Mortals,

Quickening Leaven ;

Pardon of jinners

Contrite become ;

Guide to all wanderers

Seeking their Home ;
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Pledge of Salvation,

Refuge in death,

Sacred Oblation,

Seal of our Faith ;

Peace to the troubled

Tempejl-tojfed mind ;

Balm to the wounded,

Eyes to the blind :

Hail ! Son of Mary,

Sacrifice pure ;

Hail ! we adore Thee ;

Hail ! we implore Thee,

Keep us jecure

Bound to Thine Altar,

Bound by Thy Love,

Bound till hereafter

With Thee in Light,

Reigning in Glory,

Filled with Thy Mercy,

We jhall for ever

In Thine own jight

Banquet above.

Ctquisf btnajaf Columt>tna&

 

OULD my Soul could fly for refuge,

As the Dove flies to her nejl,

To the Crojs where Jesus dying

Spreads for me His Arms of Rejl,
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Where the great Dejire of Nations

Hangs in jlow-conjuming pain,

All the jhame ofjin upon Him

Whom the worlds cannot contain.

Seek, my Soul, His jweet CompaJjion

Seek it in His riven Side ;

In Thy jacred Wounds, O Jesu,

May Thy Servant jafely hide :

Let me rejl within the rampart

That doth Thy Beloved encloje ;

Here to dwell in Peace unceajing

Be the ending of my woes.

O my God, my Bejl and Dearejl,

Art Thou juffering for me ?

Saviour of the all-unworthy

Art Thou nailed upon the Tree ?

For the Robber, Gracious Jesu,

Thou in jhame art raijed on high ;

Freely for my vile tranfgrejjions

Thou, my very Life, dojl die.

Jesu, far beyond my merits

Is the Love Thou hajl for me :

Why am I amongjl the living

If jb loved I love not Thee ?

BleJJed in its mighty power

Be the Love that conquers all,

Love on which like fleeting vijions

Death's fell arrows vainly fall.
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Me Thy Love at firjl created,

Me when lojl Thy Love redeems :

Shed then on my dull cold Spirit

That bright Love's enkindling beams :

Draw to Thee my heart's affection,

Make me glow with perfec? Love,

Keep me Thine in clojejl union

Never from Thy Side to rove.

 

SLn 3!mitat{on from dje £nfflo=»>a.roru

|ATHER of All, to Thee we pray,

Bend down from highejl Heaven this

day.

Oh, raije our feeble hearts to Thee ;

That Thy great Name may hallowed be.

To quick and dead Thy Grace afford ;

Hajlen Thy Kingdom, Gracious Lord.

Thy Will be done through Christ ; for we

Are one with Him as He with Thee

If our faint Souls from Thee be fed

On His Own Flesh, the daily Bread ;

That we, forgiving all, may be

Forgiven our jins through Him by Thee.

Thy Church defend : if flejh rebel,

Father, cloje fajl the gates of Hell :

For Thine the Kingdom, Thee we own—

This earth Thy Footjlool—Heaven Thy Throne :

All Glory Thine : By Jons of men

Be ever praifed Thy Name. Amen.
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C&e ^too £ccuCatfongf,

CROSS jlands black againjl the lajl

pale glow

Of that dread Day that twice was

veiled in night ;

The Form that quivered there when noon was high

Rejls low amidjl the jhrouds and jpices now,

And reverent hands have wiped that thorn-

crowned Brow ;

But where It bowed at noon, death-dewed and white,

The Roman's Accujation meets my jight,

Earth's homage rendered in her own dejpite,

Proclaiming in three tongues Thy Right Divine.

Yet, as I gaze, my heart dijcovers there

Another Accujation, black and clear—

Theje were the crimes that jlew Thee ! They

are mine !

But it is torn and blotted with Thy Blood ;

No more a Sentence, but a Pardon Jealed of God.

'QCfjttf 2Do fit lEUmembrance of 9$t.

F by a Parent's dying bed

SomeChild in jeemingjbrrowkneeling,

Waiting to catch the lajl faint word

Ere yet thejilver cord doth Jever ;
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Should hear one jad requejl preferred

By lips jbon to be Jealed for ever ;

Who with a heart jb cold, jb dead,

So lojl to jhame, jb lojl to feeling,

Could rije unmoved and go his way,

Nor that lajl sad requejl obey ?

And can we kneel His Crojs bejide,

And there recall His dying Token ;

And hear the JcofFs, the cry, the Jcorn

Of furious foes exulting round Him,

And Jee the nails, the jpear, the thorn,

The jcourge that jmote, the thongs that

bound Him ;

And then, His lajl Requejl denied,

His Wine unpoured, His Bread unbroken,

Pajs proudly on, dejpije, forget

Of Grace the Pledge, of Love the Debt ?

Is not that Bread, the Flesh, the Meat,

The Manna which from Heaven proceedeth ?

Is not that Wine in truth the Blood

From His deep wounded Side fajl flowing ?

Can Souls which loathe far choicer food

Than Angels' Food in Grace be growing ?

Or live who fail to * rife and eat,'

When Christ with His Own Body feedeth ?

Oh ! Death for Life they jurely chooje

Who their Dear Lord's Command refuje.



 

PART II.

€&e ©Natfon.

THE OBLATORY PORTION OF THE

DIVINE OFFICE.

flDffetfng; of tfje 0eta> 3lato.

 

NCE I thought to jit jb high

In the Palace of the jky ;

Now, I thank God for His Grace

If I may fill the lowejl place.

Once I thought to Jcale jb jbon

Heights above the changing moon ;

Now, I thank God for delay—

To-day, it yet is called to-day.

While I jlumble, halt and blind,

Lo ! He waiteth to be kind ;

Blejs me jbon or blejs me jlow,

Except He blejs I let not go.
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Once for earth I laid my plan,

Once I leaned on jlrength of man,

When my hope was jwept ajide

I jlayed my broken heart on pride :

Broken reed hath pierced my hand ;

Fell my houje I built on sand ;

Rooflejs, wounded, maimed by jin,

Fightings without and fears within :

Yet, His tree, He feeds my root ;

Yet, His branch, He prunes for fruit ;

Yet, His jheep, theje eves and morns

He jeeks for me among the thorns.

With Thine Image jlamped of old,

Find Thy Coin more choice than gold ;

Known to Thee by name, recall

To Thee Thy home-jick prodigal.

Sacrifice and Offering

None there is that I can bring,

None, jave what is Thine alone :

I bring Thee, Lord, but of Thine Own—

Broken Body, Blood Outpoured,

Theje I bring, my God, my Lord ;

Wine of Life and Living Bread,

With theje for me Thy Board is jpread.
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SL 3Lamb a0 ft fjati been dam.

EA, Thou wajl once a Victim jlain,

Thy Manhood in th' atoning Pain

Was offered once and ne'er again.

But, Lord, in their Immortal Worth

Thy Flesh and Blood are jlill Jet forth

Before God's Throne in Heaven and earth.

For Prejent wherejbe'er they be,

By Nature's rule or Myjlery,

We have Thy Sacrifice and Thee.

And Prejent truly and indeed

In Sacrament our Souls to feed

That Flesh and Blood are jlrong to plead.

For in Them never fails nor dies

The Might of Thy dread Sacrifice

That Jlands before the Father's Eyes.

And thus on lowliejt Altar-floor,

E'en as within th' eternal Door,

They jhow Thy PaJJion evermore.

O Thou Whoje Love can thus combine

The earthly with the Heavenly Shrine,

Let this pure Offering keep us Thine.



64 %ty jDblatfoiu

 

feurCum Cortia.

|HY art thou weary, O my Soul,

And why cajl down within thee ?

Though floods ofjbrrow o'er thee roll

Thy Father's Eye hathjeen thee:

From dangers thus thy life He keeps,

From jhallow jhores to jafer deeps

The jlorm is Jent to win thee.

All things within, without, around

Mujl prove unjatisfying :

And comes there not from all a jbund,

The echo of our jighing,

Telling that earth may never be

Our Home of Immortality,

Or Rejl for Souls undying ?

Father, I hear Thy warning Voice

'Midjl fears the Soul appalling ;

No junny days of earthly joys

Could jlay the jhadows falling :

Sun-lighted times are types of Heaven,

Dark nights to calm the heart are given

Man to his God recalling.

Lift thyjelf up ! O weary Heart,

And claim thy high election :

Strength for thy Crojs will He impart

Who tajled earth's rejection.
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Joint-Heirs with Christ, on Things above,

The Joys of God's eternal Love,

Mufl Jet their own affection.

Lift up thy Heart ! His Church's chant

Tells of the Joy before us :

Such Blifs as Heavenly Love can grant

His Promijes ajjure us.

Sing all our Souls with full accord—

We lift them up to Thee, O Lord,

In Eucharijlic chorus.

 

To f/tya. Mutrrypiov.

H, the Myjlery pajjing wonder,

When reclining at the Board,

Eat—Thou jaidjl to Thy Difciples-

That true Bread with quickening

jlored ;

Drink in faith the healing Chalice

From a Dying God outpoured.

Then the glorious Upper-Chamber

A Celejlial Tent was made,

When the Bloodlejs Rite was offered

And the Soul's true jervice paid,

And the table of the feajlers

As an Altar jlood displayed.
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Christ is now our mighty Pajcha

Eaten for our myjlic Bread,

As a Lamb led out to jlaughter

And for this world offered ;

Take we of His Broken Body,

Drink we of the Blood He jhed.

To the Twelve jpake Truth eternal,

To the Branches jpake the Vine—

Never more from this day forward

Shall I tajle again this Wine,

Till I drink It in the Kingdom

Of My Father and with Mine.

Thou hajl jlretched thoje hands for jilver

That had held th' Immortal Food ;

With thoje lips that late had tajled

Of the Body and the Blood,

Thou hajl given the kijs, O Judas ;

Thou hajl heard the Woe bejlowed.

Christ to all the world gives Banquet

On that mojl Celejlial Meat ;

Him, albeit with lips all earthly,

Yet with holy hearts we greet,

Him the jacrificial Pajcha,

Priejl and Victim all complete.
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|ESU, ever present

With Thy Church below

In the day of gladnejs,

In the night of woe

From Thy holy Altar

Life Divine bejlow.

There we kneel before Thee

Pleading Face to face ;

There with awe adore Thee

Thirjling for Thy Grace,

That our hearts, O Saviour,

May Thyjelf embrace.

We are frail and jinful

And no Love can claim,

But withhold not from us

By Thy jacred Name

Light to keep our footfleps

From the paths ofjhame ;

Strength to fight the battle

With the powers of death ;

Truth to hold us jledfajl

In Thy holy Faith ;

Comfort to jujlain us

To our latejl breath.
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Jesu, ever prejent

With Thy Church below,

Hear us in our jadnejs,

Hear us in our woe ;

Faint our Souls and hungry,

Bread of Life bejlow.

 

flDur jFatijer.

|URFather! ThouWho art in Heaven,

Hallowed be Thy Name, Creator

Lord :

May Thy Kingdom come, and praife be

given

To Thee, King of Heaven and earth adored.

As in Heaven Celejlial Powers obey Thee,

As Thy Will is ever done on high,

So on earth may we glad homage pay Thee,

Like the radiant Spirits of the jky.

In our need, O Father, we implore Thee,

For Thy Bounty thus Thy Children pray,

In jweet hope we bend the knee before Thee,

Give, O God, our Daily Bread this day.

As we pardon all who may offend us,

Do Thou, Lord, forgive our jins to Thee :

Grace in peril and temptation jend us,

And from evil ever keep us free.
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TORE of Grace in Christ rejides,

Only faith this Store revealeth ;

Ufelejs all this Grace abides

Until faith the Fount unfealeth.

If the eye of faith be bright,

Thoje far off may jee Him clearly ;

If be dark that inward light,

They jee leajl who jee mojl nearly.

When His earthly Race to run

Our Dear Lord from Heaven dejcended,

The mean garb ofJojeph's Son

Men beholding, jhrank offended.

Even thus in Bread and Wine,

And meaner things, where judgment carnal

Nought can jee, to faith Divine

Dwells abundant Grace jupernal.

Worldly wifdom jeeketh how

Grace in Means thus humble lurketh,

Unconvinced unlej*s it know

Whence Power jpringeth, why it worketh.

They their Majler's Love who jhare

Ajk not how His Spirit moveth ;

This their only, conjlant care

To rejl in faith on Him Who loveth.
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fe»acn'0 feolemnft'0 juntta ant putita.

|ET this our solemn Feajl

With holy joys be crowned,

And from each loving breajl

The voice of gladnejs found ;

Let ancient things depart,

And all be new around

In every act and voice and heart.

Remember we that Eve,

That Supper lajl and dread,

When Christ, as we believe,

The Lamb and leavenlejs Bread

Unto His Brethren brought,

And thus the Law obeyed

Of old time to the Fathers taught.

But when the Law's repajl

Was o'er, the Type complete,

To His Dijciples lafl

The Lord His Flesh to eat,

The Whole to all, no lejs,

The Whole to each doth meet

With His own Hand, as we confejs.

He gave the weak and frail

His Body for their Food,

The sad for their regale

The Chalice of His Blood ;
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And jaid—Take ye of This,

My Cup with Life imbued ;

Oh, drink ye all this Draught of Blijs.

That Sacrifice jb He

To injlitute did will,

And by a jure Decree

That Office to fulfil

To Priejls alone confide,

To whom pertaineth jlill

To take and to the rejl divide.

Lo ! Angels' Bread is made

The Bread of mortal man ;

Shows forth this Heavenly Bread

The end which Types began ;

Oh, wondrous Boon indeed,

Upon his Lord now can

A poor and humble Servant feed.

ChriffmajS S^itimgljt Celebration.

"LLELUIA ! Lord mojl Holy,

In Thy Manger-thronewe hail Thee ;

Alleluia ! Meek and Lowly,

Never jhall our worjhip fail Thee.

Alleluia ! Choirs of Angels

Sing at midnight-hour Thy Glory,

To the watchful Shepherds telling

From the jkies Thy natal jlory.
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Alleluia ! Child of Mary,

Low the Shepherds bend before Thee ;

Alleluia ! eajlern Monarchs

With their cojlliefl gifts adore Thee.

Alleluia ! jlill unended

Rings the Angel-note above ;

From our Altars jweetly blending

Echoes earth's rejponje of love.

Alleluia ! jhine the tapers,

Gleams the holly's burnijhed jpray ;

Alleluia ! chant the Credo,

Christ, we welcome Thee to-day.

 

be came unto ^i0 jDton, atto 5?ttf iDton

receitjeli ^tm not.

UT on the world, unheeded, came there

One at midnight hour,

A lowly Maid His Mother, and a

Manger-jlall His bed ;

Out on the cold, cold winter when the jhow lay

on the ground,

He came a Tender Infant to Bethlehem's humble

jhed.

Out on the world, unheeded—for none knew that

He was God,

Save His Parents and the Shepherds and the

grangers from afar ;
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Theje were His jble adorers—theje the courtiers

of the King,

The world jaw not the rijing of the bright and

morning Star.

Out on the world, forfaken, poor He comes to jin-

ners jlill,

When jlorms are raging fiercely and 'tis night

becauje ofjin ;

Out on the cold, cold winter—to their thanklejs

hearts He comes,

And they turn their faces from Him and will not

take Him in.

Out on the world, neglected—carelejs Chrijlians

love Him not

While on our Altars dwelling, veiled in Myjlery

mojl high ;

Unbelieving they reje£t Him—they will not own

their Lord,

Out on the cold, cold winter—for they pajs un

mindful by.

Out on the world, forjaken—but the faithful take

Him in,

As to her Breajl did Mary on that firjl glad

Chrijlmas night ;

And where'er the Conjecration tells of the Hidden

God,

They bend the knee and worfhip Him Who is the

Light of light.
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And every lowly bofom which receives Him

tenderly

He jlrengthens with His Prejence, and His Blej"-

jing comfort brings ;

What joy to that poor dwelling when the Lord

of Glory comes—.

Another Bethlehem's Manger to enthrone the

King of kings.

Such be my heart, Lord Jesus, this blejjed Chrijl-

mas morn ;

Cold, cold the world unheeding, but my Guejl

vouchjafe to be ;

Though mean and poor the dwelling, true my

heart's glad welcome is,

And this my prayer unceajing—Stay Thou ever

more with me.

Out on the world, forjaken—Oh, regard Thy

Children's love—

Our tears be Reparation for the jlights upon

Thee thrown ;

May the Church's great Thanksgiving, this Holy

Sacrifice,

Avail for all the thanklejs, and for all our jins

atone.

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Sing every tongue with joy ;

He comes to dwell amongjl us, our jweet Sacra

mental King ;
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Raife up to Heaven your Anthems, let them

join the Angel-jongs,

Telling out to every people this great and wondrous

thing.

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Till Death our voices hujh,

Till we join the Church Triumphant and reach

the Fount of Grace ;

There no more the hidden Prejence nor Eu-

charijlic Rite,

But the Bridegroom's Marriage Supper and to

fee Him Face to face.

SL Carol for C&rfffmagutfoe,.

j]OW lift the Carol, Men and Maids,

This day the Well ofLife firjl Jprang—

Who jhall declare Its jpringing ?

It is the Birthday of our Peace ;

Now firjl our jbrrows tajling

That Holy One in time was born

Who is from everlajling.

He was not born in jiich jweet days

As we of yore remember ;

It was not junny jummer-time,

Oh, it was bleak December :

 

Now wake exultant jinging,
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But like the Sun above the jhows

When Nature's life is lying

Fajl bound in Winter's icy chains,

So came He to the dying.

He did not bring a royal train,

A hojl no man could number ;

Nor lay begirt by damajk folds,

Nor lulled by harp to jlumber ;

Oh, He was wrapped in jwathing bands

Whoje Might o'erjpans the Heaven,

And a poor trough whence oxen fed

For His firjl rejl was given.

But there were Shepherds at the fold

Who heard the wondrous tiding,

How there was joy in Heaven that night

For Peace on earth abiding.

They went in hajle to Bethlehem,

And jaw, and told the jlory

Of Christ the Lord, a Little Child,

And Angels jinging—Glory.

He lies not in the Manger now—

Far o'er the japphire portal

At the Right Hand of Power He jits,

Who was this day made Mortal :

All in the highejl holiejl Place

Where there may dwell none other,

There our own Manhood jits enthroned,

There is our Elder Brother.
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He has gone up into His Home—

Will there be no returning

Until His awful Sign is jeen,

And Heaven and earth are burning ?

O Brother, He will come : He came

Once in our nature Lowly ;

But now in lowlier Wine and Bread

We take the Ever-holy.

Lo ! He is coming ; lo ! the Bride

Her purejl white is wearing ;

Lo ! the twin Tapers jhed their gleam

The Two-fold Christ declaring ;

And lo ! the Priejl, His Minijler,

Stands between earth and Heaven

To jpeak the ancient Law anew

Before its end be given.

The Birthday of our God and King—

Lo ! we are called to greet Him ;

The everlajling Bridegroom comes,

O, go ye out to meet Him.

This is the End of all below,

The crown of Love's blejl jlory ;

Christ jlands and knocks—O happy Souls,

Receive the King of Glory,



78 Hljz )2D&latfon.

 

SLn ancient |pn for 9£auntip ^fjur^Dap.

|]N thoje dark hours of bitter Woe,

When depths of Agony

Bound Me to dujl, I bade It flow—

My Blood, in Streams for Thee :

I jlood alone, My Hands were bound,

Beneath the jcourge I jlood ;

From their long furrows to the ground

Fajl fell the Holy Blood.

My Child, and this was all for Thee ;

Oh, hajl Thou ever thought of Me ?

They put on Me a Robe of jcorn,

Bade thorns My Crown to be ;

I gladly bore it, could have borne

More jlill for love of thee ;

They gave Me then the Crojs to bear,

And many a word was jaid

Againjl My holy Name, but ne'er—

Love from My Heart ne'er fled.

Behold Me lifted up on high

Praying midjl all My Woe,

With parched Lip and clojing Eye,

My Father for each foe,

And then, with Heart-wrung Wail and Groan-

My God, My God—I jaid ;

It jeemed that I was left alone

And My true Comfort fled.
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The Gentile's spear hath pierced My Side ;

Lo ! from My Heart within

Water and Blood, a pricelejs Tide,

Flow forth to cleanfe from jin.

Have I left any thing undone

So thou by it might'jl be

Brought back, My lojl, My loved One ?

Have I not died for thee ?

For Thee I was content to die,

To jhame and anguijh moved ;

And now upon My Throne on high

I love as then I loved ;

To thee My Flesh and Blood are given—

The pure Soul's myjlic Food—

And thou jhalt be with Me in Heaven

When thou hajl pajjed Death's flood.

My Child, and this was all for Thee ;

Oh, hajl thou ever thought of Me ?

l?ere, 2D mp ?Lorti, 31 Cee <3Ehee iface to face.

ERE, O my Lord, I jee Thee Face to

face ;

Here would I touch andhandleThings

unfeen ;

Here grajp with firmer hand th' eternal Grace,

And all my wearinejs upon Thee lean.
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Here would I feed upon the Bread of God,

Heredrink with Thee the royalWine ofHeaven ;

Here would I lay ajide each earthly load,

Here tajle afrejh the calm ofjin forgiven.

This is the hour of banquet and of jong ;

This is the Heavenly Table jpread for me ;

Here let me feajl, and feajling jlill prolong

The brief bright hour of fellowjhip with Thee.

I have no help but Thine ; nor do I need

Another arm jave Thine to lean upon :

It is enough, my Lord, enough, indeed ;

Myjlrength is in Thy Might, ThyMight alone.

I have no wijclom, jave in Him Who is

My Wifdom and my Teacher, both in One ;

No wijdom can I lack while Thou art wije,

No teaching do I crave, jave Thine alone.

Mine is the jin, but Thine the Righteoufnejs ;

Mine is the guilt, but Thine the Cleanjing

Blood ;

Here is my Robe, my Refuge and my Peace ;

Thy Blood, Thy Righteoufnejs, O Lord my

God.

I know that deadly evils compajs me,

Dark perils threaten, yet I would not fear,

Nor poorly jhrink, nor feebly turn to flee ;

Thou, O my Christ, art Buckler, Word and

Spear.
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But jee ! the Pillar-cloud is rijing now

And moving onward through the dejert-night ;

It beckons and I follow, for I know

It leads me to the Heritage of Light.

Feajl after Feajl thus comes and pajjes by,

Yet, pajjing, points to the glad Feajl above,

Giving jweet foretajle of the fejlal Joy,

The Lamb's greatbridal Feajl ofBlifs and Love.

(Eatter Celebration of l^ol? S^pfferiesf.

HOU that on the firjl of Eajlers

Cam'Jl rejplendent from the Tomb,

Leaving all Thy linen Cerements

Folded in the Cavern's gloom,

Come with Thine ' All hail' to greet us,

Come our Pajchal joy to be ;

Let our Altar clad in brightness

Yield a Throne of white for Thee.

 

This jhall crown the Queen of Sundays ;

Grant but this—our cup runs o'er ;

Hymns that welcomed in Thine Eajler

Made us long for this the more :

All the Pajchal Alleluias

Craved to Jee the Lamb appear ;

Come the hour when Faith jhall tell us—

He is rijen, and He is here.
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Thou Whoje All-transcendent Manhood

Knew not aught of bonds impojed,

Rijing ere the jlone was lifted,

PajJing where the doors were clojed,

Prejent here in very Ejjence

Is there aught too hard for Thee ?

Fill us with Thy Light and Sweetnejs,

From our darkness make us free.

Agnus Dei ! we are guilty ;

Panis Vitje ! we are faint ;

But Thou didjl not rise at Eajler

To be deaf to our complaint ;

Come ! oh, come to cleanje and feed us,

Breathing Peace and kindling Love,

Till Thy Pajchal BleJjings bear us

To the Feajl of feajls above.

 

an lEtegia0 Slffttf SDapejs.

r the Lamb's high Feajl we jing

Praife to our victorious King,

Who hath wajhed us in the tide

Flowing from His pierced Side.

Praije we Him Whoje Love Divine

Gives His Sacred Blood for Wine,

Gives His Body for the Feajl,

Christ the Vi£tim, Christ the Priejl.
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Where the Pajchal Blood is poured,

Death's dark Angel jheathes his jword ;

Israel's hojts triumphant go

Through the wave that drowns the foe.

Praife we Christ Whoje Blood was jhed,

Pajchal Victim, Pajchal Bread ;

With jincerity and love

Eat we Manna from above.

Mighty Victim from the jky,

Hell's fierce powers beneath Thee lie ;

Thou hajl conquered in the fight ;

Thou hajl brought us Life and Light :

Now no more can death appal,

Now no more the grave enthral ;

Thou hajl opened Paradije,

And in Thee Thy Saints jhall rije.

Eajler triumph, Eajler joy,

Sin alone can this dejlroy ;

From Sin's power do Thou Jet free

Souls new-born, O Lord, in Thee.

fartjur0Dap before Catfer.

HIS is My Body, take and eat,

Drink ye this Cup full mixed and red ;

To you indeed My Flesh is Meat,

Tobring you Life MyBlood is jhed,
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I ajk not, Lord, the Myjlery hidden

Beneath thofe Words jb dark and deep ;

I would but do as Thou hajl bidden,

In jimple faith Thy Mandate keep.

The Bread I eat, the Cup I drink—

I know Thee prejent and adore :

I look into myjelf and jhrink—

I look to Thee and want no m ore.

Though veiled to jight, in faith I fee

Beneath thoje jacred Signs Divine

My nature, renovate and free,

In myjlic Union joined to Thine.

And as at this tremendous hour,

When Thou didjl meekly bow Thy Head

To break of Sin th' accurfed power

And call the living from the dead,

As at this hour Thou deign'jl to give

For me this Life-jujlaining Food,

May It my fainting Soul revive

And bear jecure through death's dark flood.

%ty Staffer? of S^tterfesL

HE Myjlery of Myjleries !

Now let the pure in heart draw nigh

While every pulfe is beating high

With love and holy fear ;
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For Christ hath rijen at break of day,

And bids us from the world away

And hajle to meet Him here.

The Myjlery of Myjleries !

The Angels and Archangels come

On wings of Light from out their home,

In ranks of glory wheeling ;

Our Souls jhall mix and blend with theirs

In loud thank-offerings and prayers,

Before the Altar kneeling.

The Myjlery of Myjleries !

The Souls that jlill in dimnejs dwell

Deep in the Church invijible

From doubt and care remote,

They too jhall keep the Feajl to-day,

And to their cells though far away

The Hymn ofjoy jhall float.

The Myjlery of Myjleries !

Oh, far and wide through all the earth

Emotions of unwonted mirth

And feeling jlrange jhall be ;

And Jecret jbunds jhall come and go,

Harmonious as the throbbing flow

Of the myjlerious jea.

The Myjlery of Myjleries !

The dead and living jhall be one,

And thrills of fiery tranjport run
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With jweetejl power through all ;

For one in heart and Faith are we,

And moulded one our Head through Thee,

The Body Myjlical.

The Myjlery of Myjleries !

From eajl to wejl the world jhall turn,

And jlay its bufy feet to learn

The mujical vibration ;

While Saints and Angels high jhall raije,

In one vajl Choir, the Hymn to praife

The Feajl of our Salvation.

 

|IFT up your jongs, ye Angel-choirs,

Lift up your heads, ye golden gates ;

Before your jewelled portals, lo !

The King and Lord ofGlory waits :

His Robes are dyed with royal hues,

A purple glow proclaims the fight ;

Jesus has won the world to God,

And triumphed by His Princely Might.

Hark ! Heaven's enraptured chorus jwells

To welcome back th' Eternal Son ;

While every glittering Wound jhows forth

At what a cojl the jlrife was won.
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Hail ! Jesus, our ajcended King ;

Hail ! Son of Mary, Son of God ;

No mind can e'er conceive Thy State,

No tongue can publijh it abroad.

At God's Right Hand Thou dojl abide,

The Sea of Glajs before Thee jpread,

And like unto an emerald,

The Rainbow round about Thy Head :

Yet, wondrous thought, while Jesus there

With God the Father intercedes,

The Victim in the bloodlejs Rite

On Earth's ten thoujand Altars bleeds.

Oft as the high myjlerious Words

Are duly breathed o'er Bread and Wine,

Jesus, the God Incarnate comes

And jeeks His holy Altar-jhrine—

A Myjlery too deep for jpeech ;

The jlarry Heavens their Lord rejlore,

And wondering Angels hover near

While loving, trembling hearts adore.

No longer led by jhadowy Type

We grope our way to Love's abode,

The Crojs marks out the narrow path,

Thy glorious Wounds light up the road :

E'en now the eye of Faith upturned

Beholds the golden Robe of Light,

Which wrapt Thee round when on the Mount,

Which veils Theejlill from mortal's jight.
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Ah ! If no outward Sign be near,

Yet we can kneel and worjhip Thee ;

Each Altar is a Glory-Throne

Where Thou for love of us wilt be :

Thus throned in Heaven and throned on earth

We worjhip Thee, the Victor dread :

Thou Who the Heaven of Heavens dojl fill,

Abide with us, O Living Bread.

 

attention Communion.

ORNE on triumphal clouds

The King of Glory jbars,

While each tranced faithful heart below

In wondering love adores.

Farther and farther yet

From wijlful gaze is drawn

The glorious Car which bears away

The Joy of hearts forlorn.

Their Lord, their Life is gone ;

The deeps of Heaven rejume

Their wonted calm, Jerenely bright,

Forbidding thoughts of gloom.

For He will ne'er forget :

E'en in His Glory hour

He jends the Heavenly MeJJage down

To comfort them with Power.



attention Communfon.

He hath not left His Own :

Where Faith illumes the jight,

And Love the dwelling-place prepares,

There He abides in Might.

Return into your hearts

And ye jhall find Him there ;

He hath but rijen that ye may rife

And breathe of Heaven's pure air.

Yea, brightening Faith jhall jbar

Beyond the clouds of earth,

And hail her Lord in glorious chant

Of Eucharijlic mirth.

Ajtended and enthroned

At the Right Hand above,

He re-dejcends to dwell with men

In His blejl Feajl of Love.

And even as He went,

So jhall He daily come

Enfolded in myjlerious Cloud

To make in us His Home.

O Saviour, cleanfe our Souls

To jee and own Thee near ;

That we with Thee may rife and dwell

As Thou art with us here.
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(BoCpel tn t&e (Eurijartff.

O Goj*pel like this Feajl

Spread for Thy Church by Thee ;

Nor Prophet nor Evangelijl

Preach the Glad-news jb free :

All our Redemption cojl,

All our Redemption won ;

All it has won for us the lojl,

All it cojl Thee the Son ;

Thine was the bitter Price,

Ours is the free Gift given ;

Thine was the Blood of Sacrifice,

Ours is the Wine of Heaven.

For Thee, the burning Thirjl,

The Shame, the mortal Strife,

The broken Heart, the Side tranfpierced ;

To us, the Bread of Life :

To Thee, our curfe and doom

Wrapt round Thee with our jin,

The horror of that mid-day gloom,

The deeper night within :

To us, Thy Home in Light,

Thy « Come ! ye Blejjed, come !'

Thy bridal Raiment pure and white,

Thy Father's welcome Home.

Here we would rejl midway

As on a jacred height,
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That darkejl and that brightejl Day

Meeting before our jight ;

From that dark depth of woes

Thy Love for us hath trod,

Up to the heights of blejl Repoje

Thy Love prepares with God :

Till from jelf's chains releajed

One Sight alone we jee—

Still at the Crojs as at the Feajl,

Behold Thee, only Thee.

Celebratfon at Cmmausf.

HEY talked ofJesus as they went

And Jesus all unknown

Did at their jide Himjelf prejent

With Sweetnejs all His own.

Swift as He oped the jacred Word

His Glory they dijcerned ;

And jwift as His dear Voice they heard

Their hearts within them burned.

He would have left them, but that they

With prayers His Love ajjailed—

Depart not yet ; a little jlay—

They prejjed Him, and prevailed.

And Jesus was revealed as there

He blejjed and brake the Bread :

But while they marked His Heavenly air,

The Matchlejs Guest had fled.
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And thus at times as Chrijlians talk

OfJesus and His Word,

He joins two friends amidjl their walk

And makes unjeen a Third.

And oh, how jweet their converge flows,

Their holy theme how clear,

How warm with Love each bojbm glows

IfJesus be but near.

And they that woo His Vijits jweet

And will not let Him go,

Oft while His broken Bread they eat

His Soul-felt Prejence know.

His gathered Friends He loves to meet

And fill with Joy their faith,

When they with melting hearts repeat

The Memory of His Death.

But jbch jweet Vijits here are brief,

Difpenfed from jlage to jlage

(A cheering and a prized relief)

Of Faith's hard pilgrimage.

There is a Scene when Jesus ne'er,

Ne'er leaves His happy Guejls,

He jpreads a ceajelejs Banquet there

And Love jlill fires their breajls.
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AFE to the Haven of their rejl,

O blejjed Crojs, thou bear'jl the lojl,

Sign of a Covenant new and blejl,

Ark of a world long tempejl-tojt.

In vain doth the Avenger raije

With angry might his red right hand ;

Thy jilent Power his wrath allays,

Forgotten jinks the fiery brand.

Let him who writhes in agony

Becaufe the Serpent's bite was jbre

Lift up his eyes and gaze on thee,

And lo ! He feels the pain no more.

Equal with God, the Holy One

A Sacrifice upon thee lay,

Dear Altar, whence the Blejjed Son

His Father's Anger jbothed away.

O holiejl, O jweetejl Crojs,

Thou with the Precious Blood art dyed ;

And all amended is our lojs

Since on thy bojbm Christ hath died.
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(Eutfjan'ttfcaL

77.,? Real Prefence.

KNOW that Thou art here, I know

not how ;

While others argue I Thy Word

adore ;

Body and Soul before Thee lowly bow ;

Thy Word hath jpoken it, I ajk no more—

Who eateth Me, the jame jhall live by Me—

O Soul-jubduing Voice, O Myjlery ;

Mywhole heart thirjleth after Thee, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

The Sacrifice of the Altar.

That Which He oifered at the Pajchal Feajl,

That Which He offered on the fruitful Tree,

The once-jlain Victim, Prophet, King and Priejl,

Father, we offer here in Myjlery ;

Behold the Merits which we could not win ;

Behold His Griefs Who bore the whole world's jin ;

Behold, Lord God, the Face of Thine Own

Christ

Shown forth to Thee in Thy dread Eucharijl.

The Communion of Saints.

Ye Saints of God, Sweet Jesus' Body glorious,

From Abel to the babe baptized but now,

Ye that in Paradije take rejl victorious,

Ye that on earth beneath the Crojs jlill bow,
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Ye lightning-vijaged Hojts Angelical,

Here at this Holy Feajl I meet you all ;

Heaven and earth are one in Thee, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Sacramental Likenefs.

They grow alike who dwell in love together ;

And gentle holinejs doth tame and fajhion

Tenderly, as the influence of calm weather,

Thevagrant heart whichowns no law but pajjion ;

And jince for Thy dear Likenejs, Lord, I yearn,

And wandering ever, once again return

To dwell in Thee and Thou in me, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Penitence in Communion.

Deep penitence was hers, who bathed Thy Feet

In tears that welled from out a broken heart ;

High was her lot, when Thou didjl make her meet

In quiet love to chooje the better part ;

More blejl when jhe, unjparing and deep-loving,

Didwhat jhe could and heard ThykindApproving :

So let me gather Grace on Grace, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

The Bujinefs of Life.

To tread the way Thy holy Feet have trod,

To keep that flinty path and never jlray,

To live the hidden Life with Thee in God,

To bear the Crojs with cheerful heart alway,
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Learning to live that I may know to die,

And wait in hope Thy coming Majejly,

This, this is what Thou willejl, O Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

The Will of God.

Thy Will be mine ; for nothing will I long ;

Thy perfect Will jhall be my only care ;

Give as Thou wilt, pain, jicknejs, grief or wrong,

Chill failure, or juccejs more hard to bear :

But grant that jaturate with Grace Divine,

My heart may beat in harmony with Thine ;

For Thou, O God, art Very Man, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Supplication at the Altar.

Ajk and it jhall be given unto you,

More than ye think and better than ye ajk :

Seek, ye jhall find that I am Jujl and True ;

My powerful Love ye cannot overtajk :

Knock and it jhall be opened.—Lord, I knock,

I Jeek, I ajk ; do Thou Thy Store unlock ;

For here Thy Store is richejl, O Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Drynefs before Reception.

A weary body and an o'er-wrought brain,

No wijh to long for Thee, no heart to love,

In hard, dull apathy, a painlejs pain,

Yet will I come and Thy deep Mercy prove :
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For not in plajlic feelings of the mind

Celejlial Comfort mujl I Jeek and find ;

But in true Prejence Thou art here, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Sorrowing yet rejoicing.

So many dijappointments, woes and cares,

Fightings without, mijgiving fears within,

Heart-dejblating joys, bewildering jhares,

So great a daily load of unknown Jin,

So wearily goes the world, jb heavily,

That it were better could I ceaje to be—

Yea, but for Union unto Thee, Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Sacramental Reception.

A rujhing jbund as of a mighty Wind

Came down from Heaven, and cloven Tongues

of Flame

On every faithful brow their place did find :

Not jb He cometh now ; yet aye the Same,

With jbft low Breathings on the inmojt heart

His unfeen Fire of Love He doth impart,

But chiefly at Thine Altar, O Lord Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Awakening to Realities.

I gazed on phantom jhows and called them good,

Dulling mine eyes with empty wearinejs ;

H
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I ate the hujks ofjin and thought it food,

Till my poor cheated Soul jank down in dreari

nejs ;

God's Grace awoke me ; and I cried aloud—

Oh, fill my hungry Soul ; jcatter this cloud ;

There is no Light, nor Food but Thou, Lord

Christ,

Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl.

Thirjifor Christ.

Not through merejhrinking from the griefs of Hell,

The worm that dies not and the quenchlejs fire,

Not through mere longing evermore to dwell

Among the radiant Hojls of Heaven's Choir,

(For Heaven were Hell if Thou Thy Face jhouldjl

hide,

And Hell were Heaven if Thou jhouldjl there

abide :)

Thyjelf, Thyjelf I long for, O Lord Christ,

Therefore I come to Thy dread Eucharijl.

Union with Christ.

Thou art ajcended : we may touch Thee now

By holy Faith which dwells in things above,

By holy Hope enduring things below,

By Love, outjlripping both, repentant Love ;

Yea, and by this combining all in One,

Faith, Hope and Love in vajl Communion,

This more than Heavenly Teaching, O Lord

Christ,

This Gift of Gifts, Thy glorious Euchariji.
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NTO this holy Fane,

The Palace of our King,

We come to keep the Feajl again

*^J| And thankful Offerings bring.

We come with jhoelejs feet

To tread the hallowed ground,

And looking towards the Mercy-Jeat

Accepted would be found.

Behold ! the great High Priejl

Invites us to draw near ;

And God, through Him, unto the leajl

Lends a propitious ear.

With hope no lejs than awe

We venture to the Throne;

Our Surety hath fulfilled the Law,

Nor Jujlice reigns alone.

As out of darknejs Light

Shone forth at His Behejl,

His glorious Grace in deeper night

By Jesus is exprejl.

Arije, O Church, and jhine,

For, lo ! thy Light is come :

The Sun of Righteoufnejs Divine

Will jcatter all thy gloom.
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^ouff!j all men ifaftfj fjati banffyetu

HOUGH all men Faith had banijhed,

Still true I'd prove to Thee,

That gratitude quite vanijhed

From earth might never be.

For me hajl Thou borne Sorrow,

For me Death's bitter jmart }

Then gladly would I offer up

To Thee one conjlant heart.

That Thy dear Life jhould perijh

My burning tears deplore,

While many Thou wouldjl cherijh

Forget Thee evermore.

Only by Love's compuljion

So greatly hajl Thou done,

Yet art Thou pajjed from earth away

And no one thinks thereon.

With true Love filled, unfhaken,

Thou jlandejl each bejide ;

E'en though by all forjaken,

Faithful dojl Thou abide.

The truejl Love mujl vanquijh,

Its power at lajl complete

Melts the jlrong heart and childlike clings

Submiflive at Thy Feet.
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Thee have I found—O never

Leave me forlorn again !

Bound up in Thee for ever

Let my whole Soul remain.

My Brethren, too, Thy Glory

Might they but once behold,

Soon would they turn and joyful jeek

Thy Love's protecting Fold.

ITHED with Spoils from battle's wreck,

Who art thou, Melchifedek ?

BleJjing as the mighty blejs,'

King of Peace and Righteoujhejs,

Blej[jing him within whoje breajl

Lies the Promije of all blejl,

Faithful warriors to prepare

Went not, Christ, Thy Spirit there ?

By Thy Feajl of Wine and Bread

With the rejcued from the dead,

By Thy Priejlhood all Divine

Sprung from no ancejlral line,

Pure as God, as Manhood mild,

Holy, Harmlejs, Undefiled,

Saved, Thyfelf, as Sons that fear,

Son of Man ! I jee Thee near.

Priejl for ever made for me,

Jesus ! let me pray with Thee ;
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With Thy jympathijing Brow

Meet me, feajl me, blejs me now ;

Son, Thyjelf Obedience taught,

Touched with Prayer's unuttered groan

In the Garden, on the Throne.

I&ecolamu0 Cacram Coenam.

gjfjjHRIST jits at His own Board ;

Ball The Gift of Gladnejs ; O my heart,

Call up the jblemn Eve.

He is our Maker, He

Died on the Crojs for us ;

O let us keep the memory

Of His Lajl Supper thus :

He was about to leave

The world and pajs away

Unto the Father ; when He gave

What He will give this day.

He ate the Pajchal Lamb ;

He kept unto the lajl

The Law He iflued ! while He ate

That Law's jlern letter pajjed.

Into His jacred Hands

He took the Holy Bread ;

God, with all our jbrrows fraught,

 

The Brethren twelve receive
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He brake ; He blejjed each Fragment ; then

Unto His Brethren jaid—

Now take and eat ye This,

This is My Body given,

This is the Life laid down for you,

This the New Law of Heaven.

And drink ye of This Cup ;

Oft as ye drink of Me,

I will ye do this I have done

Unto My Memory.

He jpake ; before them all

Still Perfeft Man He jlood,

Though what He ate and drank He named

His Very Flesh and Blood.

He gave unto the Twelve

(Not to His Manhood's lojs,

Not to Its outward change) the Gift,

Fruit of the bitter Crojs.

And ever jince that Day

(Who may the Wonder tell ?)

The Faithful eat of Christ, yet He

Abides Unchangeable.

Whoever eats and drinks

Aright jhall perijh never ;

Whoever eats and drinks amijs

Shall dwell in death for ever.
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So let him cleanfe his Soul

Who wills what Jesus jaith

A BleJjed and an Awful Thing

Set unto Life or Death.

O Living Bread, O Life,

O Holy Jesus Christ,

Who art the same in Heaven though Thou

On earth art jacrificed ;

Who in this lower world

Dojl feed the pure in heart,

O grant us at the lajl to be

In Glory where Thou art.

 

Cfjriffian Slim.

HREMBLING we know that Thou, O

Lord,

Dojl know us through all thought and

word ;

But jhed o'er all Thy Blood we jee,

So gladly hail our Christ in Thee.

Thus finding, as we have been found,

Thy fejlive Table we surround ;

In Thee contained, in Thee combined,

Bring Thee one Offering and one mind.

Thou Bread of Life, upon Thy Tongue

When famijhed thousands clojely hung,
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Didjl make the fainting body whole

Come ! jlrengthen and refrejh our Soul.

Thou when the bridal wine ran dry

A draught far richer didjl jupply,

With real fulnejs of that hour,

Come ! cheer our Souls, Thy Blood outpour.

So bid us from Thy Board depart

With all Thy Prejence in our heart,

And bear It far into the night

Of world and jin, Thy Lamp of Light.

Chrftt an in aiu

]AY ! art thou wounded, feeble, weak ?

In Jesus thy Phyjician jeek ;

Does fever jlrike or parching thirjl ?

He is thy Fountain, bejl and firjl ;

Or art thou bowed beneath jin's load ?

He is thy Jujlice—fly to God ;

Does Soul or body jicknejs thrall ?

He is the Health of both and all;

Lijl ye for help ? Be not afraid,

He is thy near and ready Aid ;

Does Death affright thee drawing near ?

He is thy Life, and wherefore fear ?

Long you for Heaven's eternal Day ?

Walk boldly on, He is the Way ;

He is thine Aid, His Life was given

To ope for thee the gates of Heaven.
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If thou wouldjl fly the mijls of night

The Sun ofJujlice is thy Light ;

He bids the tongue-tied Spirit jpeak,

Unties it in ConfeJjion meek :

Or jeek ye Food ? He gives thee Bread ;

Thou art by Heavenly Manna fed :

O Hidden God, what harm can fall ?

He gives Himjelf, He gives thee All.

 

Crlaffm ift tier £>tmnett ferfjulti.

OOSED are the bands thy Soul which

chained,

My Father's Love and Grace re

gained—

Such are the Words by which to-day

My Saviour chajed my grief away.

'Tis even jb ; His Death and Pain

God's Favour have rejlored again ;

For me my highejl Good is won,

The work of Grace is fully done.

Here Righteoufnejs and Peace abound,

The fejlal Robe I here have found

Which, covering all my guilt and jin,

Has made my Soul at peace within.

This Christ hath wrought, my BlejJed Lord,

Who feeds me at His gracious Board ?

And gladnejs fills my heart and mind

To think that pardon here I find.
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Into my Father's Presence dread

No longer now I fear to tread ;

The Son's Atoning Blood alone

Gives accejs to the Father's Throne.

He now regards me as His Child,

Since I through Christ am reconciled ;

And wajhed in Blood from Jesus' Side,

Heaven's gate to me is opened wide.

Thy Holy Spirit, Christ, impart,

Work true repentance in my heart,

And e'en from jin's remotejl brink

With deep abhorrence make me jhrink ;

That jb I may not fall again

By jinning into Satan's chain,

Nor throw my Father's Grace away

By going any more ajlray.

So jhall I die at peace with Thee,

From jin and jinner's doom jet free,

And evermore when Time has ceajed

Sit down at Christ's Own Marriage Feajl.

Sanctf, toento, Corpus Cfjrittt Cumite.

RAW nigh and take the Body of the

Lord,

And drink the Holy Blood for you

outpoured.
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Saved by that Body, hallowed by that Blood,

Whereby refrejhed we render thanks to God.

Salvation's Giver, Christ the Only Son,

By that His Crojs and Blood the victory won.

Offered was He for greatejl and for leajl,

Himjelf the Victim and Himfelf the Priejl.

Victims were offered by the Law of old,

That in a type Celejlial Myjleries told.

He, Ranfomer from death and Light from jhade,

Giveth His holy Grace His Saints to aid.

Approach ye then with faithful hearts jincere

And take the jafeguard of Salvation here.

He that in this world rules His Saints and jhields,

To all believers Life eternal yields,

With Heavenly Bread makes them that hunger

whole,

Gives living Waters to the thirjly Soul.

Alpha and Omega, to Whom jhall bow

All nations at the Doom, is with us now.
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ECK thyfelf, my Soul, with gladnefs,

Leave the gloomy haunts of jadnejs,

Come into the daylight's jplendour,

There with joy thy praijes render

Unto Him, Whoje boundlejs Grace

Grants thee at His Feajl a place ;

He Whom all the Heavens obey

Deigns to dwell in thee to-day.

Hajlen as a bride to meet Him,

And with loving reverence greet Him

Who with Words of Life immortal

Now is knocking at thy portal ;

Hajle to make for Him a way,

Cajt thee at His Feet and jay—

Since, O Lord, Thou com'jl to me,

Never will I turn from Thee.

Ah ! how hungers all my jpirit

For the Love I do not merit :

Ah ! how oft with jighs fajl thronging

For this Food have I been longing :

How have thirjled in the jlrife

For this Draught, O Prince of Life,

Wijhed, O Friend of man, to be

Ever one with God through Thee.
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Here I jink before Thee lowly,

Filled with joy mojl deep and holy,

As with trembling awe and wonder

On Thy mighty Works I ponder,

On this Banquet's myjlery,

On the depths we cannot Jee ;

Far beyond all mortal jight

Lie the jecrets of Thy Might.

Sun, Who all my life dojl brighten,

Light, Who dojl my Soul enlighten,

Joy, the jweetejl man e'er knoweth,

Fount, whence all my being floweth,

Here I fall before Thy Feet,

Grant me worthily to eat

Of this blejjed Heavenly Food,

To Thy praije and to my good.

Jesus, Bread of Life from Heaven,

Never be Thou vainly given,

Nor I to my hurt invited ;

Be Thy Love with love requited ;

Let me learn its depths indeed

While on Thee my Soul doth feed ;

Let me here jb richly blejl

Be hereafter too Thy Guejl.
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ND does the Ruler of the jky

Upon our lowly Altars lie ?

Can He Who fills all time and jpace

Receive an earthly dwelling place ?

While Angels in amaze profound

The awful Myjlery jiirround,

O carelejs men, why hajle not ye

Before your Lord to bend the knee ?

Who, though His Glory jhines above,

On earth more wondrous in His Love,

On earth for us He toiled and bled

And gives Himjelf, our Daily Bread.

O BlooD-bought Souls ! for you He died ;

He feeds you from His bleeding Side ;

Why melt ye not and jeek relief

In tears ofjoy, or tears of grief?

Let earth and jin and all depart,

For Thou, O God, hajl touched my heart ;

Oh, let it then for ever be

A garden jealed to all but Thee.
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a fflorfousf Sacrifice Id ijere.

GLORIOUS Sacrifice is here,

For now, mojl wondrous height of

Grace,

We bring our Lord andSAViouR Dear,

Thou Lord of Lords, before Thy Face.

We plead that one jble Sacrifice

Which merit in Thine Eyes could win ;

We count once more the cojlly Price

He paid before He entered in.

Beneath His Mantle rejl would we ;

His Death and PaJjion forth we Jet,

And yield, Memorial-wife, to Thee

Himjelf. O jpare us jinners yet !

O cleanfe our hearts, Almighty Lord,

That we not all-unworthy prove

To kneel around the Saviour's Board,

And jeek and find Himjelf by love.



%i) e &bAm*%m of %lft. 1 i 3

 

BreaD of Beaton, on <Qfitt 1 feeti.

READ of Heaven, on Thee I feed,

For Thy Flesh is Meat indeed ;

Ever may my Soul be fed

With this True and Living Bread,

Day by day with jlrength jupplied

Through the Life of Him who died.

Vine of Heaven, Thy Blood jupplies

This blejl Cup of Sacrifice ;

'Tis Thy Wounds my healing give ;

To Thy Crojs I look and live :

Thou my Life, oh, let me be

Grafted, rooted, built in Thee.

 

fefjelter^ree of Hife.

AIL ! javing Crojs, hail ! /acred Sign,

More precious this than gold approved

By threefold fire or brightejl gem :

Here at thy foot I would recline,

Mojl jure by this how God has loved

The Catholic Jerujalem.

Here would I lay my weary thought,

Too weary long, too long opprejl

Beneath the weight ofjinful load :
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Here would I jeek repoje, long jbught

But jbught in vain, in the unrejl

And tumult of dejlruction's road.

Here 'neath the Shelter-Tree of Life

Is refuge from the pelting blajl

And Jhadow from the heat of day :

Here from the burthen, jar and jlrife

Of empty trifles pajjing, pajl,

Here would I rejl alway.

The troubled heart finds here repoje,

And here the angry pajfions lull,

The jenfual appetite is checked,

And here increaje of Love jlill grows

More pure, till its fruition full

Unclouds the opening intellect.

Hail ! javing Crojs, hail ! javing Sign,

What gems of earth may countervail

That jburce of Love, that jpring of Faith :

O wondrous depth of Love Divine,

Once and again the Crojs I hail,

Our only Hope in life and death.
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E cometh—on yon hallowed Board

The ready Feajl doth duly jhow,

Where wait the Chalice and the Bread

Like gems within their veil of jhow.

He cometh—as He came of old

Suddenly to His Father's Shrine,

Into the hearts He died to make

Meet temples for His Grace Divine.

He cometh—as the Bridegroom comes

Unto the Feajl Himjelf has jpread ;

His Flesh and Blood the Heavenly Food

Wherewith the wedding Guejls are fed.

He cometh—gentle as the dew

And Tweet as drops of honey clear,

And good as God's Own Manna-jhower

To longing Souls that meet Him here.

He cometh—let not one withdraw,

Nor fear to bring repented jin ;

There's Blood to wajh, there's Bread to feed,

And Christ Himjelf to enter in.

He cometh—praijes in the Church

And Hymns of praije in Heaven above,

And in our hearts repentant faith

And love that jprings to meet His Love.
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OOD Priejl, where art thou hid from

human eyes

In calm Repoje,

Haply to tread the marble-jhining fkies

After life's woes ;

Where God's Own Prejence hath His People blejl,

Himjelf their happy Guerdon and their Rejl.

Thoje Virtues in whoje jleps thou here didjl toil

And jlrive to go

Are not put off with this thy flejhly coil

And left below ;

They now are turned to rays of Light Divine

And glorious Crowns, which on thy temples

jhine.

And they for whom thou toiledjl in jecond birth

With many a jigh

Are with thee, like thy children, fled from earth

And through the jky

They jhare thy victory the blejl Choirs among,

And lift with thee the new myjlerious Song.

Thou here below, dim-veiled from earthly eyes

In jhadows dread,

Didjl offer up th' Unbloody Sacrifice

On Christ to feed ;

He now Himjelf, with Unveiled Deity,

Of Spirits Immortal the Repajl jhall be.
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Be lifted up

Bearing our daily Crojs, and jhare with thee

Thy Majler's Cup :

We prejs, like jhipwrecked jailors on the wave,

To Shores where Christ doth jlretch His Arms

to jave.

Wit 1$ou not remember me.

^S^^P For thosc Souls which from the Garden

Dijbbedience did exclude ;

Oh, if in Thine hour of weaknejs

I my hidden jlrength can Jee,

When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom

Wilt Thou not remember me ?

Crowned with thorns, arrayed in purple,

O my Saviour, how Divine

Art Thou in Thy Robe of meeknejs

With that bleeding Brow of Thine.

Oh, if through the jcorn of others

My poor heart can loyal be,

When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom

Wilt Thou not remember me ?

And as a daily Sacrifice may we

 

REE of Life ! that, in the dejert

Fajling, became Angels' food

Saviour ! when the world infults me

I to Thee will turn injlead,
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See the mockers jpit upon Thee,

Take the reed and jmite Thy Head ;

Oh, if then my Soul ajhamed

For Thy jake can gentle be,

When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom

Wilt Thou not remember me ?

Christ ! the Rock from whence for thoujands

Once the healing Waters burjl,

Now my wounded, Dying Saviour

Crying with parched Lips—I thirfl :

Oh, if I through faith can only

Find my frejhejl jprings in Thee,

When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom

Wilt Thou not remember me ?

'QDfje %xm (Erne.

 

| HEN Ijrael lay in Kadejh where

Paran's wilds expand,

Into the north twelve mighty men

were Jent to jpy the Land ;

Each Tribe gave in its kingliejl before the hojls of

light

Roje up all in Jehovah's Name to jpoil the

Amorite.

Down in the fertile valley where Ejhcol's waters

roll

They felled the lordly Cedar-tree and wrought it

to a pole,
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And then they turned them jbuth again and bare

to Ifrael's line

The flrjl-fruits of the gift of God, the firjl-ripe of

the Vine.

And what to us (the World exclaims) that Vine-

branch borne of two ?

O fools and blinded ! is it not a figure of the

True ?

It is the jum of all things ; yea, that deed of pre-

jcience done

Speaks of two Difpenfations and the Gift that

made them one.

They who were Grace-expeftant, they who lived

and died in Grace—

They who jaw Christ far off, and they who jee,

though veiled, His Face—

Thoje went before ; theje follow : they are all

one Brotherhood,

And in the midjl the True Vine hangs upon the

holy Rood.

O Tree of Life ! O Vine of God ! Thou art amid

us now ;

The Bread we break, the Wine we blejs, are they

not very Thou ?

Veiled in His Creatures comes our God ; He

comes Who dwells above,

The altogether Lovely and the Fount and Life

of Love.
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O come, ye heavy-laden, and henceforth rejlful be ;

O come, your weary weight of jin long jince was

laid on Me—

This is Thy Call, O Merciful ; to all who will is

given

To eat Supernal Bread and drink the Myjlic Wine

of Heaven.

Ah, in our bojbm's Hebron the Son of Anak dwells

'Mid pride-built walls, embattled towers and

Heaven-high citadels ;

More faithlejs than the faithlejs ten we will not

break that jway ;

We think to win the pleajant Land but not the

Crojs's way.

Oh firjl with Grace preparing, then with Gift no

tongue can jhow,

Lion ofJudah, vijit us ; truejojhua, jmite our foe ;

Come from Thy Altar to our hearts, our Health,

our Food to be ;

Andcajl imaginations downand jubjec? all to Thee.

Then not alone the Fathers Thy Presence jhall

bring nigh :

Angels, Archangels jing with us, and all Heaven's

Company ;

And now, what reck we ills to come ? They can

not mar our rejl ;

Our Love is ours and we are His ; we want not ;

we are blejl.
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■ESlAIL ! holy Wounds ofJesus, hail !

■si] Sweet Pledges of the javing Rood

jg*^ Whence flow the Streams that never

fail,

The purple Streams of His Dear Blood.

Brighter than brightejl jlars ye jhow,

Than jweetejl roje your scent more rare,

No Indian gem may match your glow,

No honey's tajle with yours compare.

Portals ye are to that dear Home

Wherein our wearied Souls may hide,

Whereto no angry foe can come,

The Heart of Jesus crucified.

What countlejs jlripes our Jesus bore,

All naked left in Pilate's hall ;

What copious floods of purple Gore

Through rents in His torn Garments fall.

His beauteous Brow, oh, jhame and grief,

By the jharp thorny Crown is riven ;

Through Hands and Feet, without relief,

The cruel nails are rudely driven.

But when for our poor fakes He died

A willing Priejl by Love jiibdued,

The jbldier's lance transfixed His Side,

Forth flowed the Water and the Blood.
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That bitter Torment he endured

Full Ranfom for our Souls to give,

Till from His racking Frame was poured

Each Drop of Blood that we might live.

Come ! bathe you in that healing Flood

All ye who mourn by guilt opprejl,

Your only hope is Jesus' Blood,

His jacred Heart your only rejl.

AIL ! Sinlejs Jesu, Saviour Mild !

Conceived amidjl a fallen Race

Immaculate and Undeflled,

Pure River, Fountain of all Grace.

God would not that the blight ofjin

Should on His Own Beloved rejl,

That taint of Earth jhould enter in

To dim Thy Beauty, Saviour Blejl.

The Powers of Hell can never boajl

That once they held Thee in their chain ;

Nor Satan's pride, with all his hojl,

Upbraid Thee with the jinner's jlain.

No ! cloudless didjl Thou rije, Bright Sun,

Difpelling all the Soul's dread fears ;

Nor mijl, nor jhadow ere might come

To dim Thy bright eternal Years.
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Incarnate Son, our Staff, our Life,

Anointed Thou, God's chojen Seed,

Our Souls rejlrain from envy's jlrife

Who on Thy Sacred Body feed.

Fount of all Good, Love's primal Birth,

Firjl Promije of a fallen Race,

How can we utter half Thy Worth ?

How tell the fulnejs of Thy Grace ?

Sweet Lily, Roje without a thorn,

Sole Refuge in our mijery,

To Thee we jigh ; to Thee, forlorn,

In this jad Vale of tears we cry :

When trials come then hold us fajl ;

From Hell's ajjaults prejerve us free ;

And, Jesus, when life's day is pajl,

Oh, grant that we may rejl with Thee.

aai&irfj Ur&fnjjtf are an ailepr^

ONEY in the Lion's mouth,

Emblem myjlical, Divine,

How the jweet and jlrong combine ;

Cloven Rock for Israel's drouth ;

Treajure-houje of golden grain,

By our Jojeph laid in jlore

In His brethren's famine sore

Freely to dijpenfe again ;
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Dew on Gideon's jhowy fleece ;

Well from bitter changed to Tweet

Shewbread laid in order meet ;

Bread whoje cojl doth ne'er increaje

Though no rain in April fall ;

Horeb's Manna freely given,

Showered in white dew from Heaven

Marvellous, Angelical ;

Weightiejl Bunch of Canaan's Vine ;

Cake to jlrengthen and jujlain

Through long days of dejert pain ;

Salem's Monarch's Bread and Wine

Thou the Antidote jhall be

Of my jicknejs and my jin,

Confolation, Medicine,

Life and Sacrament to me.

 



 

PART III.

€&e Confecratton.

THE SACRIFICIAL PORTION OF

THE DIVWE OFFICE.

ILautia, fe>ton, fealfoatorem.

 

m

AUD ! O Sion, thy Salvation,

Laud ! with Hymns of exultation,

Christ thy King and Shepherd

true ;

Bring Him all the praije thou

knowejl ;

He is more than thou bejlowejl ;

Never canjl thou reach His Due.

Special theme for glad thankjgiving

Is the Living and Life-giving

Bread, to-day before thee jet;

From His Hands of old partaken

As we know by faith unjhaken,

Where the Twelve at Supper met.
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Full and clear ring out thy chanting,

Joy nor jweetejl grace be wanting ;

From thy heart let praijes burjl :

For to-day the Feajl is holden

When the Injlitution olden

Of that Supper is rehearjed.

Here the new Law's new Oblation

By the new King's Revelation

Ends the ancient Pajchal Rite ;

Now the New the old effaces,

Truth away the jhadow chajes,

Morn dijpels the gloom of night.

What He did at Supper jeated

Christ ordained to be repeated,

His Memorial ne'er to ceaje ;

And His Rule for guidance taking

Bread and Wine we hallow, making

Thus our Sacrifice of Peace.

Wondrous truth by Chrijlians learned,

Bread into His Flesh is turned,

Into Precious Blood the Wine ;

Sight hath failed nor thought conceiveth,

But a dauntlejs faith believeth

Rejling on a Power Divine.

Under diverfe Forms exijling,

Signs of earthly things conjijling,

Things of priceless Worth are veiled :
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Blood for drinking, Flesh for eating,

Christ Himjelf, the Faithful meeting

Wholly Present there is hailed.

Whojb of this Food partaketh

Rendeth not the Lord nor breaketh ;

Christ is Whole to all that tajle :

Thousands are, as one, receivers ;

One, as thoujands of believers,

Eats of Him Who cannot wajle.

Bad and good the Feajl are jharing :

But what different dooms preparing,

Endlejs Death or endlejs Life :

Life to theje, to thoje damnation ;

See how like participation

Is with unlike ijjues rife.

When the Sacrament is broken,

Doubt not but believe 'tis jpoken,

That each jevered outward Token

Doth the very Whole contain :

Nought the precious Gift divideth,

Breaking but the Sign betideth,

Jesus jlill the jame abideth,

Still Unbroken doth remain.

Lo ! the Angels' Food dejcending,

Given to Pilgrims homeward wending ;

Bread the Children's jleps attending,

Which on dogs may not be jpent :
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See the Truth Its Types fulfilling,

Ijaac bound, a Viclim willing ;

Pajchal Lamb its Life-Blood jpilling ;

Manna to the Fathers jent.

Very Bread, Good Shepherd, tend us,

Jesu, of Thy Love befriend us ;

Thou refrefh us, Thou defend us,

Thine eternal Goodnejs jend us

In the Land of Life to jee :

Thou Who all things canjl and knowejl,

Who on earth juch Food bejlowejl,

Grant us with Thy Saints though lowejl,

Where the Heavenly Feajl Thou jhowejl,

Fellow Heirs and Guejls to be.

i© $ane Del Cfelo.

 

BREAD of Heaven, beneath this Veil

Thou dojl my Very God conceal ;

My Jesus, dearejl Treajure, hail !

I love Thee and adoring kneel :

The loving Soul by Thee is fed

With Thy Own Self in Form of Bread.

0 Food of Life, Thou Who dojl give

The Pledge of Immortality ;

1 live—no, 'tis not I that live,

God gives me Life, God lives in me :

He feeds my Soul, He guides my ways

And every grief with joy repays.
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0 Bond of Love, that dojl unite

The Jervant to his Loving Lord,

Could I dare live and not requite

Such love, then death were meet reward :

1 cannot live, unlejs to prove

Some love for juch unmeajured Love.

O mighty Fire, Thou that dojl burn

To kindle every mind and heart,

For Thee my frozen Soul doth yearn ;

Come ! Lord of Love, Thy Warmth impart :

If thus to jpeak too bold appear,

'Tis Love like Thine has banijhed fear.

O jweetejl Dart of Love Divine,

If I have jinned then vengeance take ;

Come ! pierce this guilty heart of mine

And let it die for His dear Sake

Who once expired on Calvary,

His Heart pierced through for love of me.

My dearejl Good, Who dojl jb bind

My heart with countlejs chains to Thee ;

O jweetejl Love, my Soul jhall find

In Thy dear Bonds true liberty :

Thyfelf Thou hajl bejlowed on me,

Thine, Thine for ever I will be.

Beloved Lord, in Heaven above,

There, Jesus, Thou awaitejl me

K
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To gaze on Thee with changelejs love.

Yes, thus I hope, thus jhall it be :

For how can He deny me Heaven

Who here on earth Himjelf hath given ?

3|eCu nottra lELefectto.

ESU, the Meat and Drink indeed

That bids Thine Own rejoice,

Sweetnejs and Mirth and Melody

Of heart and Soul and voice,

What Mercy bends Thee, Lord, to feed

Man in his mijery

With Thine Own Flesh, the Bread of Heaven,

Brought near to juch as we ?

Our Ranfomer and Ranjbm Thou,

Our Banquet too Thou art ;

Thou Who dojl heal our Soul's diseaje

Joy be Thou of our heart ;

Thou Who dojl give us here foretajle

So jweet ofJoys to be,

Give us in our dear Fatherland

Fruition full of Thee.

 

 

flnmta Chtfttt, Canttifica me.

OUL ofJesus, make me holy,

Make me contrite, meek and lowly ;

Soul mojl Stainlejs, Soul Divine,

Cleanje this jbrdid Soul of mine ;
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Hallow this polluted Soul,

Purify it, make it whole ;

Soul ofJesus, hallow me ;

Mijerere Domine.

Save me, Body of my Lord,

Save a jinner vile, abhorred ;

Sacred Body, wan and worn,

Bruijed and mangled, jcourged and torn,

Pierced Hands and Feet and Side,

Rent, infulted, crucified,

Save me—to the Crojs I flee ;

Mijerere Domine.

Blood ofJesus, Stream of Life,

Sacred Stream with BlejJings rife,

From that Broken Body jhed

On the Crojs that Altar dread ;

Given to be our Drink Divine,

Fill my heart and make it Thine ;

Blood of Christ, my Succour be ;

Mijerere Domine.

Holy Water, Stream that poured

From Thy riven Side, O Lord,

Wajh Thou me without, within ;

Cleanfe me from the taint ofJin,

Till my Soul is clean and white,

Bathed and purified and bright

As a ranjbmed Soul jhould be ;

Mijerere Domine.
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Jesu, by the wondrous Power

Of Thine awful PaJJion hour,

By the unimagined Woe

Mortal man may never know ;

By the Curje upon Thee laid,

By the Ranfom Thou hajl paid,

By Thy PaJjion comfort me ;

Mijerere Domine.

Jesu, by Thy bitter Death,

By Thy lajl expiring Breath

Give me the eternal Life

Purchajed by that mortal Strife ;

Thou didjl juffer Death that I

Might not die eternally;

By Thy Dying quicken me ;

Mijerere Domine.

Mijerere ; let me be

Never parted, Lord, from Thee ;

Guard me from my ruthlejs Foe,

Save me from eternal Woe ;

In the dreadful Judgment Day

Be Thy Crojs my hope and jlay ;

When the hour of death is near

And my Spirit faints for fear,

Call me with Thy Voice of Love,

Place me near to Thee above,

With Thine Angel-Hojl to raije

An undying jong of praije ;

Mijerere Domine.
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(Ereefe Cfjetrubtc %mn.

^ET all mortal flejh keep jilence, and

with fear and trembling jland ;

Pondernothing earthly-minded, forwith

BlejQing in His Hand

Christ our God to earth dejcendeth, our full

homage to demand.

King of Kings, yet born of Mary, as of old on

earth Hejlood,

Lord of Lords, in Human Vejlure—in the Body

and the Blood—

He will give to all the Faithful His Own Self for

Heavenly Food.

Rank on rank the Hojl of Heaven jpreads its van

guard on the way,

As the Light of Light dejeendeth from the realms

of endlejs day,

That the Powers of Hell may vanijh as the dark-

nejs clears away.

At His Feet the jix-winged Seraph : Cherubim

with jleeplejs eye

Veil their faces to the Presence, as with ceajelejs

Voice they cry—

Alleliua, Alleliua, Alleliua, Lord mojl High !
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(Etitfjarftttc pleating:.

HEN I approach the Mercy-jeat

To cajl me at my Maker's Feet,

And breathing oft my Saviour's

Name

With fervent ardour urge my claim,

Then, 'tis not jinful I that plead,

But Jesus' Love jhall intercede ;

Christ mujl prejent my feeble prayer,

Elje am I vainly kneeling there :

His Holy Blood prevails for me,

The Pangs, the Groans of Calvary ;

Through Him alone my Soul obtains

Pardon for all its guilty jlains.

 

afoe, Cfjriftt Corpusf Hentm.

"AIL ! O Flesh of Christ Divine,

Hail ! O jweet and ruddy Wine,

Blood the Cup and Flesh the Meat,

And in Theje is Christ complete.

This is He the Bridegroom, dight

In His Vejlure red and white ;

White, for Him a Virgin bore,

Red, for He His Blood did pour.
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By the Wounds and jlripes and jcorn,

By the Pajfion Thou hajl borne,

Hear us, Jesu, when we call,

From dejlruction jave us all.

 

Hauwata piebsf fftaltsf,

[|OW let the Faithful come, with joy re

vering

The Sacramental Christ this day,

Rendering the mojl high King meet

praife, and wearing

Through Him the conqueror's bay.

What ifthe place whence God rules all be Heaven?

Oh, He deigns elfewhere to abide,

And day by day to loving hearts is given

He Who was crucified.

Behold! the Price which bought the holy Nation,

The Grace which jpeaks of Grace to come,

And all the Virtue of His jacred PaJjion

Have here their earthly Sum ;

All Gifts are here to give the which He juffered,

All Gifts with which the Dove came down ;

Therefore aright the Sacrifice be offered,

Of all the Fruit and Crown.

This did men jee far off and died confejjlng,

This did Melchizedek declare

Offering the Bread of Life and Wine of BleJjing

To God, before they were ;
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And erjl they jlew a Lamb, the time forejhowing

When that Lamb's jlaughter jhould give place

(The Blood of Christ, world-cleanjing Stream,

fajl flowing)

Unto the True Lamb's Grace.

One link yet more 'twixt men whom ages jever,

'Tis Manna, Bread Jent down to tell

The Word made Flesh jhould be made Food

for ever

To the true Ifrael :

That Bread was food of time, This is Eternal :

That came the flejh alone to feed,

But This is Life and Health and Joy jupernal ;

This Cup is Drink indeed.

Lo ! without price abundant Peace is given,

The poor and needy here may come ;

O happy Feajl for citizens of Heaven,

Lead through the jlrange land home ;

O Path of Life, Refrejhment never cloying,

O Christ, Perennial Light, give Life ;

So our part be with Souls the Blijs enjoying

In Thy clear Vifion rife.

Give us Thyjelf. Thou art the Wave Immortal,

The Fruitful Vine, the Living Bread ;

So at the lajl we mijs not Sion's portal

We would be cleanfed and fed :
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It is Thy Death which in theje Gifts is jpeaking,

O may we lijl to It alone,

And we jhall find the Country we are jeeking,

We /hall be nigh Thy Throne.

 

j3D (Bon unteen, pet etier near,

GOD Unfeen, yet ever near,

Thy Prejence may we feel ;

And thus inJpired with holy fear

Before Thine Altar kneel.

Here may Thy faithful People know

The BleJjings of Thy Love,

The Streams that through the dejert flow,

The Manna from above.

We come obedient to Thy Word

To feajl on Heavenly Food ;

Our Meat, the Body of the Lord,

Our Drink, His Precious Blood.

Thus would we all Thy Words obey,

For we, O God, are Thine ;

And go rejoicing on our way

Renewed with Strength Divine.
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Cfjrifft Corpusf, SLtz.

AIL! Flesh of Christ, of Holy Virgin

born ;

Hail ! Undivided Deity,

The Way, the Life, the Health ofman

forlorn,

Set us from all ill free.

Hail ! Blood of Christ, mojl holy Drink of

Heaven,

Mighty to wajh away all jlain ;

Hail ! Blood, Which flowed forth when the Side

was riven

Upon the Crojs of pain.

 

SLn ancient (Eucfiatftttc draper.

 
LIVING Bread from Heaven,

To weary pilgrims given,

Angelic Sujlenance,

Celejlial Food, I need Thee ;

Thou, Thou alone canjl feed me ;

My Life comes only thence.

O Fount of Love abounding,

My wondering thoughts confounding,

I come to tajle Thy Jlream

From Christ's warm Heart jlill bleeding,

To give me what is needing

To quicken, cheer, redeem.
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Here, Jesus, Thou art hidden ;

Here now as I am bidden

By faith I feajl on Thee ;

Oh, let the clouds concealing

Soon melt away, revealing

The God I long to fee.

 

S^untiu0 effuOss l&etiemptu0.

1NG, O Earth, for thy redemption,

Lo ! His race of torment run,

Christ the Sanctuary enters,

Priejl and Victim both in One ;

There to make our peace with God

By th' Oblation of His Blood.

Guilty for the guilty pleading,

Legal Priejl, thy tajk is o'er ;

Goats and oxen, empty jhadows,

There is need of you no more ;

Not juch feeble things as theje

Could an Angry God appeaje.

Hail to Thee ! High Priejl eternal,

Priejl without a jpot ofjin,

Veiled of old in myjlic figures,

Holy, Infinite, Divine ;

Thou art He Whoje Blood alone

Can for human guilt atone.
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Thou of Life the Lord Anointed,

Led to Thy jelf-chojen Doom,

That Same Flesh which Thou hajl moulded

In Thy Virgin Mother's Womb

Offerejl on the Holy Rood,

Man for man and God to God.

While the rage of Thy tormentors

In its very fury blind,

As from Thy pure Veins it madly

Pours the Ranfom of mankind,

Does but work Thy own Decree

Fixed from all Eternity.

 

IlnCearcfjable IRfcfjejS of Cfm'tt.

ilWEET Sacrament Divine!

Hid in Thine earthly Home,

Lo ! round Thy lowly Shrine

With Tuppliant hearts we come;

Jesus, to Thee our voice we raije

In Songs of love and heartfelt praije,

Sweet Sacrament Divine !

Sweet Sacrament of Peace !

Dear Home for every heart,

W here rejllejs yearnings ceaje

And jbrrows all depart ;

There in Thine Ear all trujlfully

We tell our tale of mifery,

Sweet Sacrament of Peace !
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Sweet Sacrament of Rejl !

Ark from the ocean's roar,

Within Thy Shelter blejl

Soon may we reach the jhore ;

Save us, for jlill the tempejl raves,

Save, lejl we jink beneath the waves,

Sweet Sacrament of Rejl !

Sweet Sacrament Divine !

Earth's Light and Jubilee,

In Thy far depths doth jhine

Thy Godhead's Majejly ;

Sweet Light, jb jhine on us we pray,

That earthly joys may fade away,

Sweet Sacrament Divine !

 

$anp Unffua (Bloriou" Corporisf.

jjOW my tongue the Myjlery telling,

Of the Glorious Body jing,

And the Blood all price excelling

Which the Gentiles' Lord and

King,

In a Virgin's Womb once dwelling,

Shed for this world's ranfoming.

Given for us, and condejcending

To be born for us below,

He with men in converfe blending

Dwelt, the jeed of Truth to jbw,

Till He clojed with wondrous ending

His mojl patient Life of woe.
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That lajl night at Supper lying

'Mid the Twelve, His chojen Band,

Jesus, with the Law complying,

Keeps the Feajl its rites demand ;

Then, more Precious Food jupplying,

Gives Himjelf with His own Hand.

Word-made-Flesh true Bread He maketh

By His Word His Flesh to be ;

Wine, His Blood, Which whojb taketh

Mujl from carnal thoughts be free ;

Faith alone, though jight forfaketh,

Shows true hearts the Myjlery.

Therefore we before Him bending

This great Sacrament revere ;

Types and jhadows have their ending

For the newer Rite is here ;

Faith our outward jenfe befriending

Makes our inward vijion clear.

atoe, Eej, £Duf fceCcetUKaf.

AIL ! O King, Who hither wendedjl

From the jkies, and condejcendedjl

In a flejhly Form to dwell :

Hail ! O Body True and Holy,

Of a Virgin pure and lowly

Born to crujh the might of Hell.
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Hail ! O Word, Incarnate truly,

Virgin-born, before Whom duly

We in faith undoubting fall :

Hail to Thee ! Who jcourged in malice

Drankejl of the bitter Chalice,

Mingled vinegar and gall.

Hail to Thee ! Who didjl not falter

On the Crojs's mournful Altar,

Dying there in jharpejl pain :

Hail to Thee ! Whoje one Oblation

Saved the world from condemnation,

Burjl the gates of Hell in twain.

Hail ! Thou Brightness ever glorious,

Hail ! Thou Flesh of Christ Victorious,

Flower and Fruit of Virgin Womb :

Hail ! Thou Bread the Angels feeding,

Hail ! Thou Light the holy leading,

Saviour of the World from doom.

Hail ! Thou meek Redeemer, jending

Mercies to us never-ending,

Thou who jbothejl haplejs men :

Hail ! O Christ, the Father's Splendour,

Grant, I pray, Thy Mercy tender

Now and evermore. Amen.
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fealfoe, feantta Caro 2Def.

 

] ACRED Flesh of God, by Whom

Guilty men are javed from doom,

Thou didfl jet Thy Servants free

When Thou hangedjl on the Tree.

From Thy Side the Water jpilt

Wajhed and cleanfed us jlained with guilt,

Tainted with the firjl offence

Of Adam's dijbbedience.

Wajh me in the healing Flood,

Sacred Body, of Thy Blood ;

Cleanje Thou me from every jlain,

Rejcue me from endlejs pain.

Me of Thy great Goodnejs blejs

With eternal Happinejs ;

By Thy Sanftity made whole,

Strengthen and jujlain my Soul.

Make mine enemies to fall,

Into friends convert them all ;

King of Angels, crujh their pride,

And their hatred turn ajide.

Thou, in Whom alone we live

Unto me Thy Body give,

Me in death's eatremejl hour

Save by Thy Almighty Power

From the Dragon's wrath, I crave,

From the roaring Lion, fave ;

Give with Faith and Hope unfailing

Charity o'er all prevailing.
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LORD, my King and Majler Thou,

To Whom the choirs of Angels bow,

Behold me at Thine Altar now.

Thy Yoke I love ; it is my choice

To follow Thee and know Thy Voice ;

In this blejl jlavery I rejoice.

Bind me eternally to Thee

With bonds which only bind to free ;

Let cords of Love my fetters be.

Thine am I, Lord, for ever Thine ;

I to Thy Majejly Divine

All that I am or have refign.

Lo ! at Thy Feet I wait Thy Will,

Let that alone my being fill,

All earthly pajjions calm and Jlill.

Each thought to Thee, my Saviour Dear,

Subdue ; let nought of earth draw near ;

In jilence I Thy Voice would hear.

Here in Thy BlejJed Sacrament,

With eye and ear and heart attent,

I wait Thy Grace's blejl Dejcent.

My Lord and Majler, can it be

That Thou jhouldjl gird Thyfelf, on me

To wait in Thy Humility ?
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Nay, more—Thyfelf the Very Bread

Wherewith Thine ingrate Slave is fed,

Oh, who can juch a Service dread ?

Adorable and Gracious King,

My heart is all I have to bring,

Spurn not th' unworthy offering.

Oh, make it cleave to Thee alway,

So, in Thine awful Reckoning Day,

Thou to my trembling Soul mayjl jay—

Well done, My Servant good and true ;

Enter the Joy prepared for you,

Joy that earth's thraldom never knew.

My Lord, one boon I ajk of Thee—

Oh, let this feeble Jervice be

Perfected in Eternity.

]HOU know'jl Him not and canjl not

know—

Though as thou walkejl by the way

Thy thoughts and words jpontaneous

flow

His Croj*s and PaJjion to jurvey ;

But Jlill thy foolijh heart and flow

Mujl into paths of error jlray,

Until in Spirit to thy jide

He draweth near thy jleps to guide.
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And though that heart within thee burn,

As He vouchsafes by Grace to teach,

The Lord will from thy presence turn

Ere thou the Home of knowledge reach ;

Unlejs as thoje who fondly yearn

For larger gifts, for clojer jpeech,

Thou dojl in earnejl prayer conflrain

Where thou abidejl to remain.

And if His Prejence He prolong

And fill thy heart with Gojpel lore,

So that discerning right from wrong

And good from evil, hourly more,

Thou dojl, impelled by feelings jlrong,

Revere His Truth, His Love adore—

Oh foolijh heart, and jlow of ken,

Thou thinkejl that thou know'jl Him then.

Never ! until His Board be jpread

And thou before His Altar kneel ;

Never ! until that broken Bread •

His Bruijed and Wounded Flesh reveal ;

Never ! until the Blood He jhed,

Drank in that Cup, thine eyes unfeal—

Thou know'jl Him not, thou canjl not know

Till in that Food of Life He doth Himjelf bejlow.
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proCe on tfje ^olp (Cucfiatfff.

31HE Bread dejcending from on high

Rejloring Life to them who die,

Its overflowing Grace injlils.

Christ be our Food, to give new Might

And make the fainting jpirit whole ;

Christ be our Cup, to give Delight

And jatisfy the longing Soul.

O Splendour of Celejlial day,

O Thou Whom Angels ever laud,

That myjlic Supper give, we pray,

The Supper of the Flesh of God.

O Feajl Divine, 0 Glory blejl

From the Redeemer ever poured,

O Thou, of lowly hearts the Rejl,

Grant everlajling Gladnejs, Lord.

Through this Memorial made of Thee,

And through Thy Death by hands accurjl,

Save us from endlejs mijery,

Thou Who didjl cry aloud—I thirjl.

All glory unto Thee, O Lord,

For all Thy bounteous Gifts we pay,

Thy holy Light to us accord

As Food on fajl and fejlal day.

 

For needy Souls their wants fulfils,
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fepirtt, feoul anti 2500?, one apan.

PIRIT, Soul and Body's union,

Mingling with the Heavenly Hojt,

OnewithGod in Christ's Communion,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

With the Water, Blood and Spirit

Sanctified in One on earth,

Wholly blamelejs, may ye merit

Wholly all the Heavenly birth.

Light and Cloud of God's Indwelling,

Breathed to make a living Soul,

Spirit, pajjion's fury quelling

With a more than man's controul.

Mirror of that Breath's reflection,

Soul, yet dewed with earthly jenje,

Source of holiejl affection,

Shrine of purejl innocence.

Body that jhall be Celejlial,

Now jb jinful and jb frail,

Outer Court of things terrejlrial,

Parted with the flejhly vail.

O the Joy, when without ending,

When your threefold work is done,

Spirit, Soul and Body blending,

You jhall be with God in One.
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Stooro %z tietjote, Hatensf 2Dettasf.

 
GODHEAD Hid, devoutly I adore

Thee

[WSg^H Who truly art within the Forms before

me ;

To Thee my heart I bow with bended knee

As failing quite in contemplating Thee.

Jesu, eternal Shepherd, hear our cry ;

Increaje the faith ofall whoje Souls on Thee rely.

Sight, touch and tajle in Thee are each deceived ;

The ear alone mojl jafely is believed ;

I believe all the Son of God has jpoken,

Than Truth's own Word there is no jurer token.

God only on the Crojs lay hid from view ;

But here lies hid at once the Manhood too ;

And I, in both profejjing my belief,

The jame prayer make as the repentant Thief.

Thy Wounds, as Thomas jaw, I do not jee ;

Yet Thee confejs my Lord and God to be :

Make me believe Thee ever more and more ;

In Thee my hope, in Thee my love to jlore.

O Thou Memorial of our Lord's own dying,

O Living Bread, to mortals Life jupplying,

Make Thou my Soul henceforth on Thee to live ;

Ever a tajle of Heavenly jweetnejs give.



atie, Caro C&rtffi Cara. 151

O loving Pelican, O Christ my God,

Unclean I am, but cleanfe me in Thy Blood ;

Of Which a jingle Drop for jinners jpilt,

Could ranfom all the world from all its guilt.

Jesu, Whom for the prejent Veiled I Jee,

What I jb thirjl for, oh, vouchjafe to me ;

That I may jee Thy Countenance unfolding,

And may be blejl Thy Glory in beholding.

Jesu, eternal Shepherd, hear our cry;

Increaje the faith of all whoje Souls on Thee rely.

abe, Caro Cfjrifft Cara.

AIL ! Flesh of Christ, beloved Ob

lation,

Sacrifice for our Salvation,

On the Crojs a Victim jlain :

Oh, by that Thy Death of jadnejs,

Raije us decked in light and gladnejs

With Thee glorified to reign.

Hail ! Word Incarnate, Which Divine/t,

Hallowed on the Altar jhinejl ;

Bread of Angels Ever-living,

Health and Hope to mortals giving,

Antidote, all guilt relieving.

Hail ! Thou Body of Christ Jesus,

Heaven-dejcended to releaje us,

Thy redeemed from ruin buying,

On the Crojs when nailed and dying.
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Wqz ^letige of ^mmortalftp.

 

| READ of the World in Mercy broken,

Wine of the World in Mercy jhed,

By Whom the Words of Life were

jpoken,

And in Whoje Death our jins are dead ;

Look on the heart by jbrrow broken,

Look on the tears by jinners jhed,

And be Thy Feajl to us the token

That by Thy Grace our Souls are fed.

ate, ITerbum 3|ncarnatum.

HOLY Flesh ofJesus Christ

Upon the Altar lying,

Lajl Gift of the Incarnate Word

Before His precious Dying ;

O Living Bread of Angels bright,

Who wrought'jl Redemption's jlory,

O Hope of each one named from Thee,

We give Thee thanks and glory.
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HOLY Jesus, we believe

That Thou art Prejent here,

With heart and Soul we jurely know

Our Dearejl Lord is near ;
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For though Thy blejjed Prejence

Is not vijibly revealed,

Faith tells us in theje Sacred Forms

Thou art indeed concealed :

On bended knee then let us pray

That Thou mayjl be adored

For aye, in Thy Sweet Sacrament,

O Thou mojl Gracious Lord.

How great jhould be our reverence,

How great the love and fear

With which to this High Sacrifice

In faith we Jhould draw near ;

Our hearts jhould be all purified,

From earthly care jet free,

Feeling their own unworthinejs

And full of love for Thee ;

O Thou our own Beloved Lord,

Our Saviour and our Friend,

Look down with Thine All-pitying Eye,

On us Thy BleJJing jend.

We know our jins are manifold,

Yet jlill to Thee we fly

Trujling that in Thy Mercy great

Thou wilt receive our cry ;

For where elfe can we hope to find

Forgivenejs full and free,

Except in Thine own Sacraments

When, Lord, we come to Thee ?
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Then, Jesu, Priejl and Shepherd True,

Grant Pardon when we jlray

Without Thy Flock, of which Thou art

The Life, the Truth, the Way.

And when our hearts bowed down with woe

Nor rejl nor comfort find,

We come to Thee, O Saviour Dear,

Of Comforters mojt kind ;

For when Thou givejl us Thyfelf,

O precious Bread of Life,

In wondering awe we mufe not on

Our Soul's mojl bitter jlrife,

Feeling that Thou dojl then abide

In us, Thou Prince of Peace,

And that Thy blejjed Prejence, Lord,

Hath caufed our grief to ceaje.

So too when jbme bright beam ofjoy,

E'en though of earth it be,

Lights up our jlar of hope, then, Lord,

We quickly turn to Thee,

Knowing that Thou, mojl Pitiful,

Hajl jent this gladjbme ray

To jhed a brightnejs o'er our path

Which cheers our onward way ;

Lord Jesu, blejs our earthly joys,

Thou, Who our woes hajl healed,

And be Thou in our hopes and fears

Our Helper and our Shield.
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When death is drawing nigh, and when

In dread our Spirits fail,

Lord Jesu, Jlill abide with us

Through the dark gloomy Vale ;

In Thy mojl Blejed Eucharijl

Give us Thyfelf once more,

That in the Strength of that Sweet Food,

Our life's jad journey o'er,

We may the Heavenly City reach,

Where freed from all alarms

Our Souls jhall find eternal Rejl

In Thy Almighty Arms.

atoe, Caro CfjtflH Cara.

AIL ! Flesh of Christ, hail ! Sweet-

ejl Food,

Upon the Altar of the Rood

A Sacred Viftim laid ;

By that Thy PaJjion grant us Grace

To dwell with Thee in that fair Place

Where light jhall never fade.

Hail ! Very Body of the Lord,

Who man's Salvation to afford

Didjt hang upon the Tree ;

Oh, Jave us from the pains of Hell,

Mojl high Creator, Who dojl dwell

A Priejl eternally.
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Hail! I esu, hail ! O living Bread,

Whereon our fainting Souls are fed,

Both Truth and Way Thou art ;

Be prejent now to heal and blejs,

And in Thy perfect Holinejs

Give us to have our part.

Hail ! Banquet of the Angel-Hojl,

Sweet Solace of the tempejl-tojl,

Who makejl all things new ;

Our earnejl pleadings deign to hear,

Breathe on theje hearts jb hard and Jere

Thy Spirit's gracious Dew.

Hail ! God beneath this Veil concealed,

In Heaven all glorioujly revealed

Where jhadows flee away ;

We pray Thee jhield us from our Foe,

And give us once that Peace to know

Which never can decay.

Hail ! Stream Divine from Jesus' Side,

That Stream the road which opens wide

High Heaven to attain ;

Behold, O Lord, our jin we own,

Plead Thou before Thy Father's Throne

Our pardon to obtain.
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Hail ! Draught of Life and Health and Joy,

Thou Sweetnejs that can never cloy,

All Virtue in Thee lies ;

O BleJJed Christ, be Merciful,

Grant us forgivenejs free and full,

Who Dead for us didjl rife.

Hail ! Heavenly Splendour, Word of God,

Flower and fruit of Aaron's Rod,

Thou Finger of the Lord,

Oh, let us not be cajl away ;

Where Thou art throned in endlejs day

A place to us afford.

Hail ! Sacred Flesh of Christ, that bore

All Agony and Pajfllon jbre

To jhield us from our jin ;

Thou with the wicked mad'Jl Thy Grave,

Dear Lord, our jinful Souls to jave

And Heaven for us to win.

Manna mojl hidden, mojl Divine,

Upon us bid Thy Mercy jhine,

Oh, hear Thy Saints' dejire ;

Set us abfolved and purified,

And blejjed and crowned and glorified,

Amid th' Angelic Choir.
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fountain of

DROOP—oh, give me of the cryjlal

Stream

Which flows in ever-blooming Ama

ranth bowers ;

The Fount immortal, whoje transparent waves

Reflect bright Angel faces 'midjl the flowers ;

That fairejl Stream o'erflows with Wifdom's

richejl ore—

Oh, waft one pricelejs Drop, and Strength for

evermore.

I droop—jujlain me, blejjed Fount of Life ;

Bid deepening jhadows of the night depart ;

Give Peace and Courage to the wavering mind,

And Faith and Hope unto the jinking heart.

O blejjed, fragrant River, o'er the weary head

May guardian Angel-hands one Drop pel

lucid jhed.

I droop—Redeemer, only Fount ofJoy,

From Thee alone the living Waters flow ;

Give one jweet Drop to cool life's burning pain,

There is no healing jpring on earth below :

They Jearch in vain for aid who Jearch for

aught but Thee,

Thou art the Way, the Truth, in all Eternity.
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INCE firjl the Church beneath

Called Souls to praije and pray,

Daily this Antidote to death

Was proffered by the way.

Daily the Board was jpread ;

The Sacred Bread and Wine

Before the Lord our God jet forth

The Sacrifice Divine.

Now in thefe latter days

When love Jeems cold, faith frail,

Need we the Sacred Banquet lejs ?

Or jhould the Service fail ?

No ! daily let us joy

Our Majler here to meet,

And blend with viewlejs Angel-hojls

Around the Mercy-Jeat.

For all His Church, for our

Weak hearts, Himjelf we bring

Before th' Almighty Father's Face

Eternal Offering.

O Saviour, Lord mojl Sweet,

Our worthlejs homage take,

And deign to vijit our weak hearts

For Thy dear Mercy's jake.
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Corpus, afoe, clarum 2Dom(nf.

AIL ! Glorious Body of the Lord, on

Which no darkness rolls

TocajlThy Brightnejs intojhade,Thou

Food and Light of Souls.

O wajh away the jlains, I pray, of each polluting

jin,

And make us meet the Pleajures jweet of Paradije

to win.

Hail ! Holy Flesh, now unto Thee unworthily I

plead,

That Thou wouldjl in the time of death vouchjafe

my Soul to feed.

O Living Bread, upon me jhed the joys that can

not die,

O cleanfe and jave, lefl in the grave of Jecond

death I lie.

O Flesh of Christ once jacrificed, to Thee I

humbly kneel,

Body Which didjl redeem the world, and all its

jicknejs heal.

By Thee be every jpirit purged, let every jenfe be

clear,

O Manna True, toWhomwe jue andjing Hojanna

here.
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When the dread time of punijhed crime is near,

O give me Life,

And grant me, Christ, a contrite heart in my lajl

earthly jlrife.

That Faith be jure, ConfeJJion pure, to Thee, O

Lord, I pray,

And, Jesu Good, my Soul with Food of Thine

Own Body jlay.

Then out of pain bring me again where all Thy

BlejJings well,

That there pojjejjed of endlejs Rejl I may for ever

dwell.

 

<W$z 3&etoarti of ^ertefcerance.

j|FT when with icy heart and dry

Affeflion's cold and tearlejs eye,

Barren as a dejert, chilled as jleel,

We at God's holy Altar kneel—

Still, while we perfevere and bear

With firm rejblve th' unlively prayer,

To holy juiferance will come

An Anjwer from our Heavenly home.

For oft amid the weary crujh,

The jprings of Grace with judden rujh

Will overfpread the rocky breajl

With verdure new and dews of rejl,

M
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Filling the longing heart's dijlrejs

With floods of love and happinejs,

One draught of which will countervail

Long days of want and nights of wail.

Ah, ye who jit beneath the cloud

And mourn for abfence deep not loud,

Know this, that he who meekly bows—

And jilent, grieves his abjent Spoufe—

One unexpected day jhall feel

How good it was for him to kneel

And mourn a temporary lojs

Under the jhadow of the Crojs.

For ah, what words of bejl dejire,

What eloquence or Angel fire

May tell the length or breadth or height,

The richnejs of extreme Delight

Rejerved for him who meekly bends,

Rather for Love than lively ends,

Who unrequited perjeveres

And labours jlill, albeit in tears.

3am Catfe fltw't Cruor ^ollfarum.

1NOUGH the blood of vidims flowed of

old,

The jhadows pajs and legal offer

ings ;

Now higher Minijlries Thou, Lord, dojl mould,

On which a holier jhade Thy Priejlhood flings.
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Elias from the Heavens called down the flame ;

One Greater than Elias, hid from jight,

Is here, obedient to His awful Name ;

Of Him we make the dread Memorial-Rite.

Great Office, the myjlerious Cup to bear

In which the guilty world's Salvation lies,

And with our trembling hands full of deep fear

To offer up the Bloodlejs Sacrifice.

Oh, more than all to ancient Prophets given,

More than to Angels if but underjlood,

That in our trembling hands the God of Heaven

Doth give Himjelf to be our Spirits' Food.

Grant, Christ, that we fulfilling Thy Commands

Of Thy blejl Prejence may approach the Seat,

With hearts by Thee made pure and holy hands;

May Love for Thy dread Altars make us meet.

2D 31eCusf, aalho tax u0 Ijatt Hell.

 

JESUS, Who for us haft died,

The Blood flows ever from Thy Side,

For Thou art ever crucified.

By Priejlly hands Thy Blood is poured

Upon the Altar long and broad,

Where Thou art evermore adored.
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And on that Altar, day by day,

Thy Love holds on its jhining way

And jheds an ever brightening Ray.

Thy Sacrifice can never ceaje,

Till all is rejl and joy and peace

In the triumphant world of Grace.

And on the Altar is our Food,

Purchajed for us by Thine Own Blood,

When Mary by the Crofs once jlood.

Thoujands of faithful hearts adore

Where Thou art jhrined for evermore,

A Beacon on a jlormy jhore.

Thy Tabernacle's Sun goes down

When each Elect has won his Crown,

And all Thy mighty Love is jhown.

Then, not till then, that burning Light

Goes down beneath the waters bright,

But there is Day and no more night.
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I?orae tie feantto Sacramento,

i.

]F the Wondrous Body, O my tongue,

be telling,

And the Blood mojl Precious of the

Crucified,

Which to quench the Dragon's fiery fang came

welling

For the world's Salvation, from His holy Side.

ii.

With the Twelve He jate and gave amyjlicToken,

Teaching their true hearts with Word and holy

Sign;

Forthe Bread Hetoldthemwas His Body Broken,

And His Blood of Healing filled the Cup with

Wine.

in.

In His jacred Hands He took the Bread and

brake It,

Likewife took the Cup and jancMed the jame ;

Whoso jhall prejume unworthily to take It,

God jhall of a jurety bring that Soul to jhame.

IV.

Whojbever drinketh of the Cup of BleJJing,

Whojb of this Bread partaketh not in vain,

He jhall bear true witnejs, worthily confejjing

Christ's mojl holy Pajfion, till He come again.
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V.

But the unbelieving eat and drink damnation,

For their hearts discern not Jesus Christ the

Lord,

And they jpurn His Blood of Reconciliation

Which from out the Spear-wouhd for our ranfom

poured.

VI.

Lo ! the Word Incarnate is the Bread from

Heaven ;

Lo! the Cup is filled withJesus' Blood indeed;

Precious is the Food to faithful Servants given ;

They that feed upon Him Christ's Command

ment heed.

VII.

Christ herein sujlaineth all the faithful-hearted,

Yet His Body is not torn in any wije ;

In a broken Morfel is the Whole imparted ;

God is truly prejent, veiled from mortal eyes.

* * * *

Thus the Hours jhall find me jlill devoutly mujing,

Lord, on Thy dear Body's awful Myjlery;

That Thy Sacramental Graces rightly ufing

With a faith unchanging I may worjhip Thee.
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Hty CroCsf tfje jfotmt of JBletBng:.

AIL to the holy Crojs ! Sweet Jesus,

Hail to the loved and javing Sign !

From whence all Virtue comes to eaje us,

Whence Virtue flows and Might

Divine.

Hail to the Crojs ! Fount of all BleJjings,

Whence Grace dejcends in copious flood ;

Worthy alone of all carejfings,

Hail to thee ! loved and jacred Wood.

Hail to the holy Crojs ! that giveth

Virtue and Strength and loving Faith ;

Hail to the Crojs ! that ever liveth

Singing Life's triumph over Death.

Hail to the Crojs ! from whence went raying

Athwart o'er earth Love's holy flame ;

Thy banner o'er its heights dijplaying

And reaping Glory from its jhame.

Hail to the holy Crojs ! rejected

Albeit, and Jcorned by worldly pride ;

Yet by Almighty Love elected

To be the meek and humble' s guide.

Hail to the holy Crojs ! affliction

Sinks not the heart nor bids it qualm ;
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For thou, jweet Fount of Benediction,

Art near to pour the healing Balm.

Hail to thee, holy Crojs of ages !

That bids attempered jbrrow fall ;

Before thy foot no tempejl rages,

No jlorms opprejs, no pajjions thrall.

Hail ! Ark of Peace, on Thee confiding

Fierce winds may blow, wild waves may tojs ;

For I am jafe by thee abiding,

Sweet Jesus, here before Thy Crojs.

Cfjriffu0, %ux fnueficfmsf.

HRIST, the Light that knows no

waning,

Gives to us His Flesh as Food,

Drink He gives us aljb, deigning

To refrejh us with His Blood.

Christ, Thou Radiance ever glowing,

Who upon the Crojs didjl bleed,

Light on all Thy Saints bejlowing,

With Thyjelf Thy Flock dojl feed.

Flesh, Which we are now receiving,

Of a Virgin took the Word,

And the Blood we drink believing

He for jinful man outpoured.

In this Rite, our Souls to nourijh

To the Word made Flesh we come ;

 



Hence our faith in jlrength doth flourijh ;

Hence we reach our Heavenly home.

Bread of Sweetnejs ever holy,

Full art Thou of pure Delight ;

Saviour, born of Maiden lowly,

King art Thou of perfefl Might.

May we ever eat in gladnejs

Of this rich, Angelic Bread ;

May we in death's hour of jadnejs

With this jweetejl Gift be fed.

He was at the third day-hour

Led a Victim forth to die,

When He bare His Crojs of Power

His Ele£t to raife on high.

Lead us, Giver of Salvation,

To our Home Thyjelf bejide,

Where eternal Jubilation

Dwelleth through the Lamb that died.

Evermore we there the jlory

Of Thy wondrous Deeds will raise,

Reigning with Thy Saints in Glory

We will offer Gifts of praife.

Sacrifice and Hymns in union

God we bring this fejlal day ;

May He with Divine Communion

Feed us in His Love for aye.
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ilAIL to God's True Body !

Of Virgin Mary jprung,

Truly for us offered,

On Crojs of anguijh hung,

Whoje dear Side was truly

By spear enforced to bleed ;

In our latejl conflict

Upon Thee let us feed.

Once for all, O Jesu,

Thou wajl a Viciim made ;

Still in Heaven Thou pleadejl

In Flesh and Blood displayed ;

But though round this Altar

Nought of Heaven appear,

Thy jlrong Word and A&ion

Doth make Thee prejent here.

In very Life and EJJence

Thou dojl Thy Word fulfil,

Who wherejoe' er Thou livejl

Art Mediator jlill ;

O Qui peccata tollis,

To Thee our greetings rife—

All hail ! the pleading Prejence,

All hail ! the Sacrifice.
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The Bread becomes Thy Body,

The Wine becomes Thy Blood,

And Both, O Love Incarnate,

Are our Life-giving Food.

What Thou to God prejentejl

To jinners Thou dojl give,

So bending to adore Thee

We eat, and drink, and live.
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JESU CHRIST, remember

When Thou jhalt come again

Upon the clouds of Heaven

With all Thy jhining Train ;

When every eye jhall Jee Thee

In Deity revealed

Who now upon this Altar

In jilence art concealed ;

Remember then, O Saviour,

I jupplicate of Thee,

That here I bowed before Thee

Upon my bended knee ;

That here I owned Thy Prejence

And did not Thee deny,

And glorified Thy Greatnejs

Though hid from human eye.

Accept, Divine Redeemer,

The homage of my praije ;
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Be Thou the Light and Honour

And Glory of my days ;

Be Thou my Conjblation

When death is drawing nigh ;

Be Thou my only Treajiire

Through all Eternity.

atje, Caro Cfjrittt.

jjOLY Flesh of Christ our King,

Thee, Adorable, we jing ;

In the New Law's happy Vale

Pajlure of the true Flock, hail !

Pure and jpotlejs be the breajl

Where Thou comejl as the Guejl j

Let the Faithful hourly jay—

Thee we worjhip, Thee we pray.

 

Thee, the Church Thy myjlic Wife,

Worjhips as the Bread of Life ;

Ranfom, Guide, Redemption free,

Now our Satisfaction be,

We the jinners need Thy Balm ;

We the mourners jeek Thy Calm ;

Bring us out of life's lorn road

Into Glory, unto God.
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|ORTH from the dark and jlormy jky,

Lord, to Thine Altar jhade we fly ;

Forth from the world, its hope and fear,

Saviour, we Jeek Thy Shelter here ;

Weary and weak, Thy Grace we pray ;

Turn not, O Lord, Thy Guejls away.

Long have we roamed in want and pain,

Long have we jbught Thy Rejl in vain ;

Wildered in doubt, in darknejs lojl,

Long have our Souls been tempejl-tojl ;

Low at Thy Feet our jins we lay ;

Turn not, O Lord, Thy Guejls away.
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ABOURING and heavy-laden,

Wanting help in time of need,

Fainting by the way from hunger,

Bread of Life, on Thee we feed.

Thirjling for the jprings of waters

That, by Love's eternal law,

From the jlricken Rock are flowing,

Well of Life, from Thee we draw.

Driven out from happy Eden,

Far from home and jhelter jlrayed,



»74 %ty Contecratfon.

ToJJed with tempejl, faint from jiinfhine,

Tree of Life, we jeek Thy jhade.

In the land of cloud and jhadow

Where no human eye can jee,

Light to thoje who jit in darknejs,

Light of Life, we walk in Thee.

Strangers upon earth, and pilgrims

Wearied with the world and weak,

By life's many ways bewildered,

Path of Life, for Thee we jeek.

Vexed with pajjion's hateful bondage,

Longing, jlruggling to be free,

Where Thy loving Banner leads us,

Prince of Life, we follow Thee.

Sick of jenfe's vain deceivings

Crumbling round us into dujl,

Strong alone in Faith's believings,

Word of Life, in Thee we trujl.

Thou the Grace of Life jupplying,

Thou the Crown of Life wilt give,

Dead to jin and daily dying,

Life of Life, in Thee we live.
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j|HE Serpent's venomed bite with deadly

fire

Wounded us all in Adam ourfirjljire;

The Blood of Christ repaired that

jad defeat,

Healed our deep wound, and left our cure complete.

Eve, through the Serpent's wiles, involved us all

In one unhappy crime and fatal fall ;

Her Daughter, fairer than the lily's bloom,

Produced the Fruit That changed our dreadful

doom.

This is the Woman's Holy, Precious Fruit

Born, without man, from that untainted Root ;

And by the Holy Spirit's Heavenly dew,

That noble Flower came forth and wondrous grew.

No flower adorned the grajs, all dry and jeared,

When clothed in Human Flejh our God appeared;

The grajs no vigour and no life retained,

When its flower jightlejs and dejpijed remained.

He, as all Nature witnejjed, for our cure

Did not dijdain Death's tortures to endure ;

His sacred Side is pierced, His Body bruifed,

His Precious Blood, like rain, for us effufed.
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Jesus ! the Virgin's Flower, remember whence

We jprang, but think not of our dire offence ;

Grant for our grievous wounds Thy healing Grace,

And on Thy Right Hand may we find a place.

3|t i0 the Horlu

 
AWFUL Might of Grace Divine,

Which can our jhallow thoughts re

prove,

And in thejimplejl forms enjhrine

Such heights and depths and worlds of love ;

Yea, all God's Mercies earthward jent

Are in the Blejjed Sacrament.

For we have all if we have Thee

Who giv'jl us here Thy Flesh and Blood,

And giv'jl us Faith withal to jee

That Miracle of Ghojlly Food ;

To her keen eyes the veil is rent

That jhrouds the Blejjed Sacrament.

With her we lift our hearts on high,

By jelf condemned, by God forgiven ;

With her to Jesus we draw nigh

And jlretch our hands for Bread from Heaven ;

No more in jin's foul dungeon pent

We touch the Blejjed Sacrament.

The vain heart-vexings for the pajl,

The rejllejs gloom, the haunting fears,



^artenfco Dal S^ontio, $c,

In that Jweet Presence may not lajl,

But leave us gazing through our tears,

With knees in thankful worjhip bent

Before the BleJJed Sacrament.

' It is the Lord ! ' no thought but this

Can compajs all our wondrous gain ;

4 It is the Lord !' our Life, our Blijs,

Who died, Who lives to plead and reign,

And Whoje vajl Love has fullejl vent

In this mojl Blejjed Sacrament.

 

$artenDo Dal Sl^ontio, Pamante Pattore.

HEN the loving Shepherd,

Ere He left the earth,

Shed to pay our ranfom

Blood of pricelejs Worth,

Theje His Lambs jb cherijhed,

Purchajed for His Own,

He would not abandon

In the world alone.

Ere He makes us partners

Of His Realm on high,

Happy and immortal

With Him in the jky,

Love immenfe, jlupendous

Makes Him here below

N
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Partner of our exile

In this world of woe.

Lejl one heart that loves Him

E'er jhould jigh with pain,

Pining for His Prejence,

Seeking Him in vain,

He on earth would tarry-

Near to every one,

That each heart might find Him

On His Altar-throne.

Thence He Jeeks to kindle

With His Heavenly Fires

Every heart that truly

To His Love ajpires.

How that Fire enkindles

Piercing like a dart,

He alone is witnejs

Who has felt its jmart :

Though the heart approaches

Cold as falling jhow,

Soon it melts and kindles

From the Furnace glow.

Say ! ye Souls enamoured,

What blejl flames you feel ;

Say ! what fiery arrows

Pierce you as you kneel,
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When you come to worjhip

Where your Jesus lies,

All your love awaiting,

Hid from mortal eyes.

Jesus, Food of Angels,

Monarch of the heart,

Oh, that I could never

From Thy Face depart.

Yes, Thou ever dwellejl

Here for love of me,

Hidden Thou remainejl,

God of Majejly.

Soon I hope to jee Thee

And enjoy Thy Love,

Face to face, Sweet Jesus,

In Thy Heaven above.

 

SL Carol on tt>e H?olp Sacrament.

MAN, and is It, as thou jayejl ?

The Food on Which thy Soul is fed,

Is It the blijsful Angels' Bread ?

And is It jweet to mortal tajle ?

It is the jame, the wondrous Food,

Which once the mighty Prophet led

When from the hateful Queen he fled

To rejl upon the Mount of God :
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For whom, to guard his duty's road,

Like rain the falling Lightning jped,

And jleel clad hojls, like molten lead,

Were whelmed beneath the fiery flood.

It is the Food Whoje comfort known

Can jhield the life from mortal harm ;

Whoje jweetnejs can the bojbm warm

To glow beneath the frozen zone :

The jpicy forejls of Ceylon

Yield not jb jlrange or jweet a charm :

They cannot Death's jlrong power difarm

With all their groves of cinnamon.

 

Cfjnttt Corpus?, atie.

AIL ! Body born of Mary, Hail !

Christ, Redeemer dear,

True Man and Perfect Godhead and

Living Flesh are here.

Hail ! Thou our true Salvation, the Way, the Life

art Thou,

With Thy Right Hand of Power jave us from

evil now.

Hail ! Blood of Christ, in Heaven the Chalice

of the blejl,

The Water of Redemption to deanfe the jinful

breafl.
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Hail ! Blood and javing Water, that from the

wounded Side

Of Christ, our dear Redeemer, flowed for us

when He died.

leCu, nobis? tm'Ceroe.

AIL ! Christ's Body, Manhood Real,

1 Ki] ®* t'ie Virgin Mary born,

mgl|4 Truly juffering, truly offered

On the Crojs and hill of Jcorn.

Hail ! for man's Salvation pierced,

Gaping Wounds and riven Side,

Whence outflowed with Love unftinting

Blood and Water, mingled Tide :

Now upon that Body feed we

And of that jweet Fountain drink,

Left: when death relentlejs Jeize us

'Neath the Judge's gaze we jink.

Grant that as I jee Thee now

Veiled beneath the Form of Bread,

When Thou com'jl the Heavens to bow

And to judge the quick and dead,

Freed by Thee from every fear

I may then lift up my head,

Glad to know and jee Thee near :

Thou Who jbughtejl earth the dreary,

Never of our pardon weary,

Jesu, nobis miserere.
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Hail ! O Flesh of Christ, the Victim

On the Altar of the Crojs,

Offered to the Father's Jujlice,

Suffering to redeem our lojs :

By Thy bitter Death redeemed

May we all Thy Brightnejs jee ;

Grant us glorious fruition

Of eternal Joy with Thee :

Hail ! Thou Word of God Incarnate,

On Thine Altar Thee we jeek,

Thee the loving Bread of Angels,

Health and Hope to jick and weak.

Jesus, hail ! from Heaven dejcending,

On the Crojs Thine Arms extending,

Healing jin and jbrrow ending :

Thou of Goodnejs infinite,

Fount of Pity, Loving Lord,

Sinners' Hope and Saints' Delight,

Angels' Praije, Thy Grace accord :

Thou Who jbughtejl earth the dreary,

Never of our pardon weary,

Jesu, nobis mijerere.

'(Efjougfjtsf upon tfje Eeal ^refence.

j|AKE ! God, Thine Own ; theje Gifts

are Thine

We to Thy holy Altar bring ;

Yet deign'jl Thou in Thy Love Divine

To take them as man's Offering :
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Take then Thine Own, for all are Thine—

Theje poor Oblations of our Bread and Wine.

Thou that hajl gained again Thine Home

Abandoned once for man to die,

Come in Thy jacred Prejence, come !

Clothed in an awful Myjlery ;

Thy jacred Boon of mighty Love prejent,

Veiled in its Sacramental Element.

Come ! as Thy Truth hath jaid Thou wilt,

The Food of Life to give ;

Thy Blood, Thy Body, broken, jpilt,

That dying man may live :

Saviour, to us Thy Love extend ;

Jesus, Blejl Victim of the world, dejcend.

Bow down ! the confecrating hand

The Myjlic Bread hath broken ;

Moved by the Power of God's Command

The BlejJing hath been jpoken :

Bow down ! bow down ! thy God revere ;

Veiled in this broken Form thy God is here.

Bow down ! the hallowed Wine is reared,

Blejl into Life with Life It flows ;

A Saviour from the jins we feared,

A Strength and Healer of our woes :

Bow down ! in this blejl Symbol lies

My Saviour's Blood, Earth's bleeding Sacrifice.

Come ! Holy Ghost, my Soul fulfil

With faith to hold this Myjlery ;
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Unchanged to jight, yet bear they jlill

The Very God's Humanity :

Faith ajks not how, but grajps God's Word

As faultlejs Truth to mortal Jenfe preferred.

Why Jeek to know what God hath jealed ?

Faith were an empty jbund,

If nought but what our jight revealed

Around our courfe were found—

Lord, I believe ; increaje my faith

To take on trujl whate'er the Spirit jaith.

Come ! Faith, and fit me to receive

This jacred Food whereon I feed ;

So may the Prejence of His Body give

Onenejs and fellowjhip indeed ;

I joined in Christ and Christ in me,

A true Communion—yet a Myjlery.

Joined to His Body, may my body prove

A worthier member of my jacred Head ;

May the rich Drops of Blood remove

The jlains I loathe, the Wrath I dread :

Grant that my body and my Soul may find

Their portion in the Saviour of Mankind.

Ofllfjence tyall toe Imp 25reati ?

HEN jink our hearts in famine jbre,

Nor vainly Jeek refrejhment more

In jcenes jb full ofjoy before,
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How jbon we turn, how loudly cry

To Thee, O Lord, exalted high

Whom once our jins required to die.

Wilt Thou, in this our darker day,

Withhold the Bread of Life we pray

And leave us fainting by the way ?

Since we were brethren falfe to Thee,

Wilt Thou to us no Brother be

But all unmoved our anguijh jee ?

This we dejerve : but Thy true Love

Its Judgment forms in Heaven above,

Where earthly pajjion cannot move.

Ere yet our trembling lips confejs

The depth of our unworthinejs,

Thy Voice of Mercy jpeaks to blejs.

With Thee, O Shepherd good and kind

The Bread of Life we richly find

And Tweet repoje in heart and mind.

With faithful jleps we follow Thee

And jweetly feel that we are free,

Though jigns of bondage we may jee.
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l&emfntCcensS 25eatt feangufnfsf.

 
| ROM their hid jpring my tears are

falling,

My heart the BleJJed Blood recalling

Which man's Creator poured for me

In Iavijh torrents from the Tree ;

It is a Stream of juch Delight

That none who tajles jhould ill requite.

Why dojl Thou juffer woes jb many,

Sweet Jesu ? Sins Thou didjl not any ;

By Thee came never crime's offence,

Thou art the Flower of Innocence :

Thine is the jcourge, the robber I ;

I am the guilty, Thou dojl die.

Why for the worthlejs, Price jb great ?

Is it for earthly wealth or jlate ?

Oh, Thou hadjl Glory none may jhare,

None can approach it, none declare ;

Yet with juch Love Thy Heart did flame

It made the jhameful Crojs no jhame.

If ne'er for what Thy Grace has given

A praijeful anfwer mounts to Heaven,

If ne'er with love for Love I burn,

Nor to Thy Sorrows make return

In labours dear to God through Thee,

Woe to the wretched ! woe to me !

Oh, can I jee Thee jlretched on high

In holiejl death-throes, yet pajs by ?
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Oh, can I live for ought elje now

My little life-jpace ? I do vow

To Thee an offering utter, whole,

My two-fold being, flejh and Soul.

Ye who are now far off, O fly

Unto the Jweet Crojs lejl ye die ;

Ye who now live to jelf, O jlrive

That ye may live to God, and live :

Would ye be members reckoned ?

Ye mujl be pierced as was your Head.

O look not on that Streaming Blood

With eyes of cold ingratitude ;

Let there be tears and mighty crying,

Your God upon the Crojs is dying ;

And love and grief to Him are due

Who loved and grieved to Blood for you.

Lo ! He has bought a Kingdom blejl

And jet for man a Port of rejl ;

No key can ope that Kingdom's door,

No jhip can reach the happy Shore

Except amain they fajhioned be

Of nails and wood from Calvary.

Hail ! Blood, Which quickenejl man within,

And jlreaming bid'jl him enter in :

If any jin-jlain foul my Soul

In Mercy wajh me, make me whole ;

And till I go hence, each new want

With new-born Bounty heed and grant.



 

PART IV.

Cfte Communfon.

THE SACRAMENTAL PORTION OF

THE DIVINE OFFICE.

feouPji Jntiftatforu

HE Board is jpread with Meats

Divine,

O worn with jlrife and /biled with

jin,

Draw near, love-thirjling Soul of

mine,

Draw near and take thy Saviour in.

I jee the white prepared Board,

I hear the Words of Love and Grace,

But canjl Thou deign to dwell, O Lord,

Within jb foul and jbiled a place ?

Fair was the jhrine the Prophet-chief

Made for Thy Dwelling-place of old,

With curtain fine and Almond leaf,

And Shittim jhaft and ring of gold.
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More fair on green Moriah's breajl

The Houfe the Monarch reared for Thee,

With cojlly gems and odours drejl,

With burning lamp and molten jea,

With Cedar flower and carven Palm,

In purejl gold of Parvaim jet,

And pillars hung, like jhips a-calm,

Each jpell-bound in its gilded net.

Poor heart ; ah, where thy hallowed fires ?

Thy gold of conjecrated days,

The broidered veil of pure dejires,

The cedar-jcented jongs of praife ?

A nobler hand to grace Thy jhrine,

Gems of more wondrous beauty brought,

Gave all the reasoning powers Divine,

The light of Love, the wealth of thought.

Ah, me ! the world has come between

Thy Soul and Christ ; the gold is dim ;

The floor is jbiled He made jb clean ;

Is this a dwelling fit for Him ?

Yet, come ! I jee the Wine, the Bread :

That Blood can wajh away thy jin ;

Draw near, my Soul, and be thou fed,

Nor doubt but Christ will enter in.
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FT as I aft or think or jpeak,

Comes battle of two Wills within,

This like an Infant poor and weak,

That like a Demon jlrong for jin.

This labours, flutteringly alive,

As if a cold jpark went and came ;

That other doth againjl it drive

Red torrents of devouring flame.

Yet, mark th' exceeding Power of God,

How like a rock His Promife jlands—

That Demon to the dujl is trod,

Slain by the feeble Infant hands.

That fluttering life jb faint and cold,

That one pale jpark of pure dejire

Sun-like arifes, and behold !

God's Rainbow in the falls of fire.

O Myjlery far beyond my thought !

I trembled on the brink of Hell :

Into what Paradife am I caught !

What Heavenly anthems round me jwell !
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Uletfmm feupernum protrien&

|HE Heavenly Word proceeding forth,

Yet leaving not the Father's Side,

Accomplijhing His Work on earth

Had reached at length life's eventide.

By falfe Disciple to be given

To foemen for His Life athirjl,

Himfelf the Very Bread of Heaven

He gave to His Difciples firfl.

He gave Himfelf in either Kind,

His Precious Flesh, His Precious Blood,

In Love's own fulnejs thus dejigned

Of the whole man to be the Food.

By birth their Fellow-man was He ;

Their Meat when jitting at the board ;

He died their Ranfomer to be ;

He ever reigns their great Reward.

O Saving Vidlim, opening wide

The gate of Heaven to man below,

Our foes prejs on from every jide,

Thine Aid jupply, Thy Strength bejlow.
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Ugnum Cruetsf mfrabflfsf.

HY glory beams throughout the world,

O marvellous, O blejjed Tree,

Whereon the jpotlejs Victim hung,

And won in death the Victory.

The cedar lifts its mighty head,

But equals not Thy majejly ;

No noxious apple dojl thou bear,

But Fruit of Life and Liberty.

O Christ, Thou King of Holinejs,

Whoje Token is this blejjed Crojs,

Each day, each hour be Thou our Guard,

And let us never mourn Thy lojs.

Now let our heart and tongue unite,

And let their voice be pure and true,

That we may fitly pay to Thee

The praije and glory ever due.

^pnm of tlje Hiolp JFeaft.

KING of Beauty, Lord of Love,

. True Bread and living Stay,

How dojl Thou Tweet Refrejhment

prove

To pilgrims on their way.

O precious Drops, that from yon Fount

Of Comfort ever flow,

Who tajle of Theje all toil jurmount,

They jweeten every woe.
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Manna Celejlial daily jpread,

Drink from the Rock outpoured,

Thus through the wild are nourished

Thy /brrowing Children, Lord.

Thrice blejjed they whom Thou dojl feed,

Who on Thy Breajl recline ;

With Thee indeed no more they need,

Who giv'jl Thyjelf to Thine.

 

fe>elf=&earcfjina; at Communion.

j|ORD, at this moment Thou art jurely

here

And I Thy Prejence feel ;

I feel Thy pitying Eye rejl on my head,

I hear Thy gentle Footjleps near me tread,

And at Thy Feet I kneel.

I kneel ; I tell Thee all my inmojl woe,

Tell of a load ofjin ;

I ajk Thy Mercy, Pardon and Relief ;

I jhow Thee all my bitter, bitter grief,

The deep dijlrejs within.

I count my years to Thee a wajled life

With jb much left undone ;

It looks jb jad—now that Thyjelf art near

Thy Human Life jhines out jb pure and clear,

And mine in jin has run.

o
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Lord, while I jee Thy Wounds I feel It all,

Too much for me to bear :

I need to draw new Life in every breath ;

I need a Rejcue in the hour of death,

And One my griefs to jhare.

And while I lay this jadnejs at Thy Feet,

I feel Thee nearing me—

Stretch forth thine hand—I know Thy healing

Voice ;

It makes this weary, mournful heart rejoice,

And draws me nearer Thee,

Nearer and nearer jlill ; offers Thyfelf

In wondrous My/lery ;

Unites me with Thee and Thyjelf with me,

In jbrrow, joy, through life, through death, to be

Thine in Eternity.

^ofte Dum bfrto trfamptjansf.

HEN the Patriarch was returning

Crowned with triumph from the

fray,

Him the peaceful King of Salem

Came to meet upon his way,

Meekly bearing Bread and Wine,

Holy Priejlhood's awful Sign.

On the Truth thus dimly jhadowed

Later days a lujlre Jhed,
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When the great High Priejl eternal,

Under Forms of Wine and Bread,

For the world's immortal Food

Gave His Flesh and gave His Blood.

Wondrous Gift ! the Word Who moulded

All things by His Might Divine

Bread into His Body changes,

Into His Own Blood the Wine ;

What though jenfe no change perceives ?

Faith admires, adores, believes.

He Who once to die a Victim

On the Crojs did not refufe,

Day by day upon our Altars

That jame Sacrifice renews ;

Through His holy Priejlhood's hands,

Faithful to His lajl Commands.

While the people all uniting

In the Sacrifice jublime

Offer Christ to His High Father,

Offer up themjelves with Him,

Then, together with the Priejl,

On the living Victim feajl.

SLn flfttrfjan'ttic draper.

 

ESU, to Thy Table led,

Now let every heart be fed

With the True and Living Bread.
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1

While in penitence we kneel

Thy jweet Prejence let us feel,

All Thy wondrous Love reveal.

While on Thy dear Crojs we gaze

Mourning o'er our jinful ways,

Turn our jadnejs into praije.

Draw us to Thy wounded Side

Whence there flowed the healing Tide ;

There our jins and jbrrows hide.

From the bonds ofjin releaje,

Cold and wavering faith increase,

Lamb of God, grant us Thy Peace.

Lead us by Thy pierced Hand,

Till around Thy Throne we jland

In the bright and better Land.

 

WLnitm toitfj C&rfu\

NE holds me fajl : kept in His pure

Embrace

I rejl in peace ;

Flows on my weary heart His jbftening

Grace

And troubles ceaje.

Though cold the jlorm and fierce the blajling wind

I do not fear,

For in His Breajl a Covert jafe I find :

No jlorm comes there.
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He jhields me tenderly, my Spouje, my Love ;

He guides me on

To Manjions fair, prepared for me above

Where He has gone.

He feeds me, left I faint or fall or die,

With Food from Heaven :

He His Own Self in wondrous Myjlery

To me has given.

He draws me to Himjelf ; I needs mujl go ;

I cannot jlay:

No earthly tie mujl bind me here below :

But far away,

Where, 'mid the countlejs throngs ofAngels bright

And Spirits blejl

He reigns, my God and King, my /ble Delight,

I long to rejl.

^amgf aeCcenDtti0 Cotlttusf.

 
READ, Which from above dejcendeth,

Whence the Strengthwithin us grows,

Which to us new Life extendeth

And abundant Grace bejlows ;

May Christ be that Feajl unto us

Which true Nourijhment imparts,

And the Cup which doth renew us

Filling full ofJoy our hearts.
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Splendour of the Light of Heaven

Whom unceajing praifes greet,

As at Thy Lajl Supper given,

Give us of Thy Flesh to eat.

Heavenly Banquet of the living,

Glory in Redemption jhown,

Rejt unto the humble giving,

Make the Blifs of Heaven our own.

To the Memory jlill returning

Of Thy Death for us accurjl,

Snatch us from the Lake of burning,

Thou Who didjl exclaim—I thirjl.

Glory, Lord, we give adoring

Thee for all Thy BleJjings pajl ;

Be Thou prejent, ever pouring

Light on FejUval and Fajl.

Come to t&e jFeaff.

 
|OME to the Feajl ! your King obey ;

Come to the Feajl ! your Saviour

find ;

All vain excufes cajl away

And leave your worldly cares behind :

Come to the Feajl ! but oh, beware ;

The King Himjelf will judge you there—

One Robe alone His Guejl mufl wear.
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Still, Lord, Thy Servants call in vain :

Men walk as fools and dream they live ;

Thy richejl Banquet they dijdain

And take the hujks the world can give ;

Seeming to live they love to die,

Though Angels ever pajs them by

With Bread of Immortality.

O God of Wifdom, make us wije

To know Thy Will and love it bejl,

To count Thy BleJjing all our prize

And find Thy Service jweetejl rejl ;

Then Faith and Love again jhall win

All that we lojl in days ofjin,

And Heavenly Peace on earth begin.

 

Cwatfoe oaiorti.

|REATIVE Word, That didjl of old

Make Life and Light to be,

Still in Thy Church Thy Power unfold

Through Thy own Minijlry ;

Still let Thy Spirit's brooding Wing

Through Water Life impart,

And from Thyfelf new Nature bring

To every mortal heart.

When in Thy Perjbn on Thy Day

Thy Servant breaks the Bread,

And bids the hallowed Cup convey

The Blood Which Thou hajl jhed ;
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Oh prejent, then, Incarnate Lord,

Touch Thou each heart with Fire

Till Thou art longed-for and adored,

Man's firjl and lajl Dejire.

When Thy AmbajJador proclaims

Thy unexhaujled Grace ;

And bids us feck in acts and aims

The beauty of Thy Face ;

When He the myjlic Book unrolls,

Then lejl he jpeak in vain

Take Subjlance, Saviour, of our Souls

And there be born again.

O Jesu God, O Jesu Man,

Thou, Lord of Power and Might,

Didjl love us ere our life began,

Dojl love us day and night :

Come ! Jesu, through Thy Spirit come !

That we may come through Thee,

And dwell in our Dear Father's Home

Through all Eternity.

Iftehobotfj, ti&zxz fsf room.

 

E bidden, come ! the Servants cried—

For all is ready now,

Hejits atmeatWhomgraveclothes tied,

With oil He decks His Brow.
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Come all ! not worthy were the few

That firjl He bade to jlay ;

They choje the world—the MeJJage flew

Which called the world away.

Come all ! earth's utmojl bounds are won

To fill the Banquet-hall ;

When all that Jesus bids is done

There yet is room for all.

No herdjmen at the fountains wait

To sound the call to ftrife,

No EJek there, nor Sitnah's hate

Be/ide the Springs of Life.

The Land is fruitful, all jhall dwell

So jundered now in one ;

The rivers parted at the well

Shall meet before the Throne.

2De feuperna $?terarcgfa.

ROM the mojl holy Place above

In the world's latter day

The Wisdom True of God came down

To guide us on our way ;

Oh, we had ever longed for Him

And He at lajl was given,

Mary the Virgin's BleJjed Child,

Jesus, the mortal's Haven.
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Great was He ever ; great the name

The Holy Virgin won,

When by a Miracle jhe roje

Mother to juch a Son ;

He takes this lojl world's jin away,

Forward with Might He goes,

And in the van of fainting men

Doth put to flight their foes.

There was no jbrrow in His Home,

There was no death on high,

He jbught Him Flesh to jbrrow in,

A Crojs that He might die ;

He is the righteous Lawgiver,

And yet Himfelf He gave

Unto the Law's mojl bitter Jcourge,

Us from its curfe to jave.

For lo ! the Lamb was lifted up

Upon the cruel Tree,

And He was jacrificed for us,

Incarnate Charity ;

Thus our marred life was built again—

Upon each infant brow

The Sign of Him Who javes is Jet,

And Heaven is open now.

It was the night He was betrayed

When in an Upper Room

With His loved Twelve He jat at meat,

Knowing what jbon jhould come :



2De feuperna ?Herarc$fa.

He blejjed and brake the Holy Bread

And jaid—O hearken ye

Who doubt Him—This My Body is

Do this remembering Me.

He ceajed. Anon He jpake again,

God's Holy Son and True,

And thus the Gift unfpeakable

Came in the Chalice too ;

It had made glad man's heavy heart,

But then his All It jlood,

The Drink of the new Paradije,

The Word Incarnate's Blood.

This Myjlery is hid in God,

This can none elfe explore,

Be Thou content to wait awhile,

Believe, embrace, adore ;

But be thou ware to eat and drink

If jlave to jin thou be,

Only the pure and guilelejs heart

Can take It worthily.

Say ! canjl thou love as Peter loved ?

Behold thy Peace is here ;

Art thou a Judas ? in thy jins

Come not, O Traitor, near ;

This is the jujl man's Aliment,

This arms him for the fray ;

But whojb lacks a Wedding-robe

Is the Foe's certain prey.
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Thine is this Marvel, Blejfed Christ,

Thine would Its jharers be ;

O jave us from eternal Wrath,

Clothe us with Chajlity :

Thou hajl rejlored the breach ; to Thee

For Health and Peace we come ;

Make us more worthy of Thy Gift ;

Bring us more near our Home.

Suffer]? of 2Dfi)tne

 
Y God, my God, howjhall I dare

To tajlethat more than Angels' Food,

The Body of my Rijen Lord,

My Saviour's Precious Blood ?

Shall lips impure prejume to touch

The Chalice of that pure Joy-wine ?

Shall aught but jinlejs hand receive

The wondrous Bread Divine ?

I were not meet to jhare the crumbs

That chance to fall Thy Table round,

Nor even with unjandalled feet

To tread Thy hallowed Ground,

Didjl Thou not welcome broken hearts

And contrite to Thy Marriage-feajl ;

Thy Grace bejlowing on the lajl,

Thy Mercy on the leajl.
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Thy Form on darkened hill ofjhame

Erjl lifeless hung 'mid foemen rude,

And there Redemption's myjlic Fount

The trembling earth bedewed.

That riven Form at God's Right Hand

Now fills reJplendent Kingly Throne,

And yet, as in that far-off hour,

We are not left alone.

'Tis all we need : time's finite line

To jbund Eternity jhall fail,

Nor may we jeek from cloud-wrapt Sun

To rend away the veil.

Soft jhines upon our mournful jlream

A tender ray—why crave for more ?

Where Reajbn folds her baffled wings,

Undaunted Faith may jbar.

1eCu Clemen?, pte SDeuss.

flESUS, God of Grace above,

Jesus Sweet, and all my Love,

Jesus Good, O Jesus Mild,

Son of God, and Mary's Child,

Who the Blijs can freely tell

Felt by thoje who love Thee well,

Thoje by faith bound fajl to Thee,

Thoje who joy with Thee to be ?

Oh, the jweetnejs let me jhow

With Thy holy Love to glow ;
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With Thee to endure and weep,

With Thee ever joy to keep.

Majefly of boundlejs jcope

All our Love, our Life and Hope,

Make us worthy Thee to jee,

Make us ever dwell with Thee ;

That in blijsful joy and jight

We may chant in Realms of Light,

In Heaven's Life effulgent glow;

Amen, Jesus, be it jb.
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anti tlje £>oul.

AM pale with jick dejire,

For my heart is far away

From this world's fitful fire

And this world's waning day ;

In a dream it overleaps

A world of tedious ills

To where the sunjhine jleeps

On th' everlajling hills.

Say the Saints—There Angels eaje us,

Glorified and white.

They jay—We rejl in Jesus,

Where is not day nor night.

My Soul jaith—I have jbught

For a home that is not gained,
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I have jpent yet nothing bought,

Have laboured but not attained ;

My pride jlrove to rife and grow,

And hath but dwindled down ;

My love jought love, and lo !

Hath not attained its crown.

Say the Saints—Frejh Souls increaje us,

None languijh nor recede.

They jay—We love our Jesus,

And He loves us indeed.

I cannot rije above,

I cannot rejl beneath,

I cannot find out Love,

Nor ejcape from Death ;

Dear hopes and joys gone by

Still mock me with a name ;

My bejl beloved die

And I cannot die with them.

Say the Saints—No deaths decreaje us,

Where our rejl is glorious.

They jay—We live in Jesus,

Who once died for us.

Oh, my Soul, jhe beats her wings

And pants to fly away

Up to immortal Things

In the Heavenly day :

Yet jhe flags and almojl faints ;

Can juch be meant for me ?



2o8 qfyt Communfom

Come and jee—jay the Saints.

Saith Jesus—Come and Jee.

Say the Saints—His Pleajures pleaje us

Before God and the Lamb.

Come and tajle My Sweets—Jaith Jesus—

Be with Me where I am.

%%t %xm Break

 
jJRUE Bread of Life, in pitying Mercy

given

Long-famijhed Souls to jlrengthen

and to feed ;

Christ Jesus, Son of God, true Bread ofHeaven

Thy Flesh is Meat, Thy Blood is Drink in

deed.

I cannot famijh though this earth jhould fail,

Though life through all its fields jhould pine

and die,

Though the jweet verdurejhould forfake each vale,

And every Jlream of every land run dry.

Thee, Tree of Life, of Thee I eat and live,

Who eateth of Thy Fruit jhall never die ;

'Tis Thine the everlajling Health to give,

The youth and bloom of Immortality.

Feeding on Thee all weaknejs turns to power ;

This jickly Soul revives like earth in jpring ;

Strength floweth on and in, each buoyant hour ;

This being jeems all energy, all wing.
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£D Colentia 3Dettass»

igMlLORIOUS Objetf of our praife,

1 Blejjed Fount of HappineSs,

OQrLi While in faith our voice we raije

Look on us and hear and blejs.

Open here the glorious Heaven

Where Thy Majejly is known ;

Now let living Light be given

From the Splendour of Thy Throne.

Vijit us, and make us jee

Thy Salvation here below ;

Till, prejented unto Thee,

We jhall all its Sweetnejs know.

Fill our hearts with Heavenly Love,

Make us jlrong to do Thy Will,

Let Thy Spirit from above

His refrejhing Dews injlil ;

Show the riches of Thy Grace,

Rain the jacred Manna down,

Make us one in Thy Embrace,

Let Thy Love the Union crown.

Ever-blejOfed God, behold

Not the vilenejs of our jlate ;

But how Good Thou art unfold,

And how mercifully Great.

Though dejpijed we look to Thee,

Deign to hear our earnejl cry ;

Let us Thy jweet Mercy jee,

Give us, Lord, a large supply.
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Deity, Supreme o'er all,

Condejcend to jhow Thy Love ;

While before Thy Feet we fall

Pour Thy BlejJing from above.

 

%lz hitmen aitar»3Ufe.

JESU, it were jurely jweet

To jit and lijlen at Thy Feet,

With thoje who in Thy Life drew near

Thy Words of wondrous Grace to hear.

And it were jweet to walk with Thee

Along the jhores of Galilee,

Or jafe embarked in Peter's boat

O'er its blue waves with Thee to float.

Yet Tweeter far it is to pray

Before Thine Altar-throne to-day,

And feel the Love which bids Thee lie

Thus wrapt in holiejl Myjlery.

Hail! Jesus, hail ! my Dearejl Lord,

By Seraph-choirs in Heaven adored ;

Hail ! Jesus, Who art Hidden thus

On this poor earth for Love of us.
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anima Cfjriftu

OUL ofJesus, once for me

Offered on the jhameful Tree,

Heal, and make me by that Cure

Pure as Thou Thyjelf art Pure ;

Thou of Life the Fountain fair,

Draw me in and keep me there.

Form ofJesus, One with God,

Who the dreadful wineprejs trod,

Man of Sorrows drowned in grief,

Thou ofjin the jble Relief,

Be Thy Sacramental Power

Prejent at my dying hour.

Holy Jesus, Great I Am,

Shining in a Spotlejs Lamb,

Gentle as the Heavenly Dove,

Thou the Lord of Light and Love,

By Thy PajJion, by Thy Prayer

Snatch me from my own dejpair.

Hide me where that Wound was given

Piercing to the Heart of Heaven ;

Hide me where thoje nails unmeet

Rent Thy Hands and fixed Thy Feet ;

Hide me where red Drops ran down

From that jad acanthine Crown.
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Blood ofJesus, crimfon Sea,

Glorious as eternity,

Fathomlejs, alone, jublime,

Boundlejs Bath of human crime,

Me the leper, vile and mean,

Plunge me there and make me clean.

Water, from that jacred Side

Of a God Who groaned and died,

Blending with the purple Gore

When His Agony was o'er,

Flow in Mercy full and free,

Flow for jinners, flow for me.

Holy Jesus, let me be

Never Jeparate from Thee ;

From the malice of the Foe

Ward me in the vale of woe ;

Let me, yielding up my breath,

Find a Paradije in death.

There no more jhall night be known

Safely projlrate at Thy Throne ;

Called by Thee to realms of day

Where all tears are wiped away,

Jesu, Thou my Reft jhalt be,

Faith hath found her home in Thee.
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yilHIS holy Feajt, by Jesus jpread,

Makes glad yet fills mySoul with dread ;

jjj^frll Such conflict who can quell ?

We eat for better or for worje ;

I jee before me, BleJjing, Curfe,

Life, Death, or Heaven, or Hell.

Yet, Lord, I come ! Thou dojl invite ;

But firjl be fitting Robe of white

With jealous care put on ;

While I by faith my heart prepare,

And jb that fejlal Garment wear

Which Thou Thyjelf hajl won.

0 Friend among ten thoufand chief,

Good Shepherd, bring me quick relief,

My faltering footjleps jlay ;

Set free my limbs for I am bound,

Heal me, I have a deadly wound,

Lead me, I've gone ajlray.

My thirjl and hunger let me jlake

And freely Life's pure Waters take,

Thou, Whom my Soul doth prize ;

Oh, jave me, junk in grievous plight,

1 grope in darknejs, give me Light,

Give Life to one who dies.
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O Lord, with rigour chide not one

Who juppliant comes before Thy Throne,

Spurn not in Anger fierce ;

With heart and knee before Thee bowed,

Let this my prayer pierce through the cloud,

To Thy bright Prejence pierce.

Lord, let Thy Flesh, Which in my Jlead

Once bore the Crojs, be now my Bread $

And Thy mojl Precious Blood—

Let not that Stream have flowed in vain,

But let theje Both my jlrength jiijlain

And be my highejl Good.

3D (ECca ftttatortmu

 

FOOD that weary Pilgrims love,

O Bread of Angel Hojls above,

O Manna of the Saints,

The hungry Soul would feed on Thee,

Ne'er may the heart unfolaced be

Which for Thy Sweetnejs faints.

O Fount of Love, O cleanjing Tide,

Which from the Saviour's pierced Side

And jacred Heart dojl flow,

Be ours to drink of Thy pure Rill

Which only can our Spirits fill

And all we need bejlow.
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O Jesu, Whom, by Power Divine

Now hidden 'neath the outward Sign,

► We worjhip and adore,

Grant when the veil away is rolled

With open Face we may behold

Thyjelf for evermore.

SIngeP0 3Intjftatfon to rtje prop&et.

 

]HRISTIAN, did no one, thinkejl thou,

behold thee

What time thou fainted'jl in the noon

day heat ?

Heard'jl thou no Angel's voice which jweetly told

thee—

The journey is too great; Arije and eat.

An Angel's voice? Nay, 'twas thy God that

jpake it

In fonder tones than Angel could repeat :

Himjelf the Food, His own the Hands that

brake It ;

His own the Words that bade thee—Rije and

eat :

This is the Bread of Life Which came from

Heaven,

And now for thee is on My Table jpread ;

This is My Body Which for Thee was given,

And This My Blood Which for thy jins was

jhed.

1
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Oh, fainting, faltering wanderer, art thou able

Still to refufe thy Suppliant God's Requejl ?

Be filled, ye hungry, from My bounteous Table ;

And come, ye weary, I will give you rejl.

Oh, may His gracious, oft-urged Invitation

Subdue thee with its tones jb jbft and jweet ;

Mayjl thou, at length, with heartfelt adoration

And tearful penitence—Arije and eat.

Another Banquet is for thee preparing,

Another Feajl thy longing eyes jhall greet ;

An Angel's voice jhall break thy rejl, declaring—

Behold, all things are ready ; Rife and eat.

approach, to Communfon.

ORD, to Thine Altar we draw near ;

Oh, fence us round with holy fear,

And o'er our trembling jpirits jhed

The feeling of Thy Prejence dread :

We bow the head, we bend the knee

Before Thine awful Majejly,

Bejeeching Thee with favouring Eyes

To look upon our Sacrifice.

Our conflift, Lord, Thou know'Jl it all,

The thoujand foes which fajl enthrall

Our captive Souls, that would be free

From every taint to worjhip Thee—
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The vain defire, the wandering thought

With worldlinefs and folly fraught,

The earthly joy, the earthly care,

That haunt us in the Houfe of Prayer ;

The doubts, the quejlionings of mind

That will perforce an entrance find,

Seeking to rob us of the prize

That faith would meekly realize ;

Th' Accujer's ceajelejs voice within

Whijpering of unforgiven jin,

To make the wounded Soul retreat

In terror from Thy Mercy-Seat.

The World, the Flejh, and Satan's rage,

Our threefold foe, Thou canjl ajjuage,

Who by Thine own Almighty Power

Did'jl quell them in their fiercejl hour :

Oh, let Thy new and rijen Life

Within our Souls jubdue the jlrife,

And help us, Lord, that we may jee

Thy Prejence here, and worjhip Thee.

tlTtiusf toe confefsf rtje »»attour'0 Hotje.

HUS we confejs the Saviour's Love,

His lajl Command we thus obey,

Who came in Mercy from above,

And died to take our guilt away.
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O come ! with lively faith partake

This blejjed Cup, this hallowed Bread,

His Body broken for our jake,

His Precious Blood for jinners jhed.

With holy joy that Love adore

Which javed us from eternal pain ;

How deep for us the Woe He bore !

How vajl the Blijs through Him we gain !

And did He pay the cojlly Price

Our captive Spirits to redeem ?

Henceforth, a living Sacrifice,

Oh, let us yield ourjelves to Him.

<3D JeCusf, bruiCeD anti tootmtieti more.

JESUS, Bruifed and Wounded more

Than burjled grape orbread ofwheat,

The Life of Life within our Souls,

The Cup of our Salvation Tweet,

We come to jhow Thy dying Hour,

Thy jlreaming Vein, Thy Broken Flesh ;

And jlill the Blood is warm to jave,

And jlill the fragrant Wounds are frejh.

O Heart that, with a double Tide

Of Blood and Water maketh pure ;

O Flesh once offered on the Crojs,

The Gift that makes our pardon jure ;
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Let never more our jinful Souls

The anguijh of Thy Crojs renew,

Nor forge again the cruel nails

That pierced Thy Victim Body through.

3D Ranis 2Dttltitfime*

ppT^IREAD of Life, Divinely jweet,

fjg4 Faithful Souls may take and eat,

jjjj^ 'Tis the Manna God hath jent :

Gentle Lamb of God, in Thee

That great Sacrifice we Jee

Which the Law and Prophets meant.

Though but common Bread appear,

Thine Own Flesh is hidden here,

On It now by faith we feed :

Holy Spirit, on us jhine,

Seven-fold Gifts of Grace are Thine,

Make It now our Meat indeed.

Souls are quickened, blejl and fed,

When they eat this living Bread,

Uncorruptedly the jame ;

All their guilt is purified

By the Flesh of Him Who died—

Glory to His precious Name.

Thus Thy jacred Cup of Blood,

And Thy Flesh our myjlic Food

Cheer us while on earth we live ;

But in Heaven to meet Thee, Lord,

There to feajl around Thy Board,

This will boundlejs Rapture give.
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^&e SBftaclejs of (Brace ano Mature.

YSTERIOUS is Thy Prejence, Lord,

Awful Thy Power Divine ;

The water hears Thy faintejl Word

And blujhes into wine.

The clouds that round us dark and low

With threatening aspect move,

If Thou dojl look upon them, glow

With rainbow lights of love.

The grain that from the jbwer's hand

Is Jcattered on the mould,

Soon in the valleys thick jhall jland

Returned a thoufand fold.

The dews which evening jkies dijlil

Around the creeping vine,

At Thy Command arife and fill

The blood-red grape with wine.

Thus holy Truths around us lie

Doing their humble part,

But wanting the attentive eye

And the believing heart.

Thus at Thy Holy Feajl, O Lord,

We kneel, and we believe

That That which Thy creative Word

Hath made It we receive.
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Myjlerious Truth, which human pride

Mujl bow to and adore,

Which in our heart of hearts we hide,

Believe and ajk no more.

 

AIL ! Flesh of Christ the Regal,

Hail ! Food that feeds the Flock,

The new Law's Heavenly Manna,

The Spiritual Rock ;

Can the blind world rejeft Thee ?

Oh, Thou art All to us,

Adorable for ever

And wholly Marvellous.

With adoration hourly,

With voices Heavenly jweet,

The Faithful give Thee Glory

As it is right and meet ;

And Thou wilt deign accept them—

But would they feed on Thee

They mujl be pure and jlainless,

For Thou art Purity.

The Bride gives Thee her worfhip

Who art the Bread of Life ;

Thou Guide unto the pilgrim,

Thou Peace where guilt is rife :



222 %ty Communion.

Salvation's Bread, O fill us

With Thy unclouded Joy,

Sweet Food of Satisfaction,

Pure Drink which cannot cloy.

Oh, be Thou nigh to guard us,

The fallen one's Stay Thou art,

Balm to the weary mourner,

Joy to the breaking heart ;

Thou didjl go firfl to light us,

Thou hajl the path full trod ;

Guide through this world of grieving

Into the Joy of God.

Corpus Cfjrtttu

 

HESE Wounds I hail,0 Lord myGod,

For they were juffered once for me ;

My ranfom was Thy Precious Blood,

My confidence is fixed in Thee.

Oh, Sacrifice beyond compare,

High Priejl and Victim both in One ;

All Love, all Light, all Wije, all Fair,

The Virgin-Born, the Father's Son.

Ten thoufand thoufand daily feed

On Thee, and find their Graces grow ;

Sweet Help in every time of need,

The Well whence Heavenly Waters flow.
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Lo ! how the broken-hearted come

To jee their Saviour on the Crojs,

And then return in comfort home

To count for Him all things but drojs.

Sweet Jesus, jlretch abroad Thine Arms,

Embrace the world Thou hajl redeemed ;

Thy Voice jhall hujh its loud alarms,

And darknejs fly where Thou hajl beamed.

Thou with Thy Saints jhalt reign alone

From jhore to jhore, from pole to pole ;

And Glory round Thy holy Throne

Shall in eternal jurges roll.

And till the Trump of God may jbund

Thy Church on earth jhall projlrate fall,

In praife and prayer and hymns profound

To worjhip Thee, the Lord of All.
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THOU our Father, throned in

Heaven,

Deep reverence to Thy Name be given :

Thy Kingdom hajlening come : Thy

Will

In earth, as Heaven, let all fulfil :

The Bread by which we daily live

Daily difpenje : as we forgive

Thoje who againjl ourjelves tranjgrejs

Forgive us, Lord, our trejpajs :



224 Communfon

Nor lead us in temptation's way,

But rejcue from Satanic jway :

For Thine the Kingdom, Lord, the Power

And Glory—Thine for evermore.

 

Stoe, <Eerum Corpus? natutm

AIL to Thee ! True Body, Sprung

From the Virgin Mary's Womb,

The Same that on the Crojs was hung

And bore for man the bitter doom ;

Hear us, Merciful and Mild,

Jesu, Mary's Gracious Child.

From Whoje Side for jinners riven

Water flowed and mingled Blood,

Mayft Thou, Dearejl Lord, be given

In death's hour to be my Food ;

Hear us, Merciful and Mild,

Jesu, Mary's Gracious Child.

Communfon draper.

ORD,whenbefore ThyThronewe meet

Thy Goodnejs to adore,

From Heaven th' eternal Mercy-jeat

On us Thy BleJJing pour,

And make our inmojl Souls to be

An habitation meet for Thee.
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The Body for our Ranfom given,

The Blood in Mercy jhed,

With this immortal Food from Heaven,

Lord, let our Souls be fed ;

And as we round Thy Table kneel

Help us Thy quickening Grace to feel.

Be Thou, O Holy Spirit, nigh,

Accept the humble prayer,

The contrite Soul's repentant jigh,

The jinner's heartfelt tear ;

And let our adoration rije

As fragrant incenfe to the jkies.

 

'Ctjep neeti not to tiepatn

HEY need not to depart,

Give ye them Food to eat,

Nor jend away in the world's mart

To buy them meat.

There be the Gojpels four

And the Apojlles' Deeds,

Five Barley-loaves laid up in jlore

Againjl their needs ;

And there be Fijhes twain,

Choice Sacraments of Grace ;

They jhall not ajk for Food in vain

In defert place.
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And He is here to blejs

Who hath a Table jpread,

And offers in the wildernejs

His Flesh for Bread.

The child of tender age

May feed on Gojpel lore,

The cravings of the wijejl jage

Demand no more.

And Sacramental Food

To feeble and to jlrong,

The Gift of Life and Life renewed

To all belong.

Ho ! every one that will

Come freely and partake ;

Your Souls with Gojpel Manna fill

For Jesus' jake.

Yet while enough for all

That precious Food is found,

Let not one Fragment wajled fall

Unto the ground.

penftence after long nefflect,

UR Lord in Words of Heavenly WiT-

dom jaid—

We mujl not cajl to dogs the Children's

Bread :

 

Yet even dogs, within their majler's hall,

May eat the crumbs that from his table fall.
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My Father, here a Child unworthy comes

Beneath Thy Board to gather up the Crumbs ;

No longer worthy to be called Thy Child,

So far has jin my wayward heart beguiled.

Thy Grace preventing called me by my name

When yet unconfcious to the Font I came ;

Made Child of God by free Adoption there,

And taught to call Thee Father in my prayer.

Yet have I followed worldly ways and vain,

And empty hujks are all that now remain ;

On joys unreal have I my Jubjlance jpent,

My feet are bare, my garments soiled and rent.

Now taking with me words, I jlraight arife,

To jeek my Father in this woful guije ;

For well I know a parent's bowels yearn

Whene'er he jees a long-lojl Child return.

Before affliction came I went ajlray,

But now am bent to keep Thy righteous Way ;

Lo ! while I yet am jpeaking He doth hear ;

Yea, e'en before I called He hajlened near.

He brings forth that bejl Robe to put me on,

The righteous Robe of His Begotten Son ;

And bids my feet, which jlippery paths have trod,

With Go/pel Peace henceforth be firmly jhod.

If Angels joy when jinners leave their way,

Thoje elder Brothers will rejoice to-day

That I, with purpo/e fixed new life to lead,

Now come repentant at Thy Board to feed.
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By faith I jee Christ's Body in this Bread,

And in this Cup His Blood for jinners jhed,

Which, though my mind tries vainly to conceive,

As Christ hath jpoken jb do I believe.

No longer now jelf-banijhed from my place,

'Mongjl thoje who ever with Thee jhare Thy

Grace,

On Heavenly Manna jhall my Soul be fed :

Lord, give me evermore Thy Children's Bread.

Let me not only in Thy Houjehold dwell,

For Jervants hired know not their majler well ;

With Christ jb cloje let my Communion be

That I may dwell in Him, and He in me.

Now with the Angel-choir my voice I raife,

More bound than they redeeming Love to praije :

Not one has erred of all that Heavenly Hojl ;

Thoje who are mojl forgiven will love Thee mojl.

 

jJD »>atotour, noto at (BoD'0 lUgfjt l£atrt).

SAVIOUR, now at God's Right

Hand,

High Priejl within the veil,

For us before the Altar jland,

For us with God prevail.

All our infirmities were Thine,

But now all Power on high ;

To Thee for Grace and Strength Divine

We lift our juppliant cry.
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We plead Thy jacred Death, O Christ,

Till Thou again jhalt come ;

For ours is Thy blejl Eucharijl,

And Heaven our promijed Home.

 

<€$t $ouCe of 23rea5.

]ESUS, True God, True Man we adore

Thee ;

Veiled though Thy Prejence, we

worjhip Thee here ;

True Bread of Angels, we fall down before Thee

Now the blejl moment has brought Thee jb near.

Thou dojl dejcend, but no awful thunder

Rending the Heavens o'erwhelms us with dread ;

Silently, filling our Spirits with wonder

Thou dojl jloop down to us, Life-giving Bread.

Vijion of Peace and Source of all Pity,

Praije of the Angels and Fountain of Love,

Thou art the Gate of the Heavenly City,

Glory of Saints in the manjions above.

Now at Thy Shrine Thou liejl before us,

Who for us jinners sought pure Mary's Breajl ;

Sweetly is ringing the Angels' glad chorus,

Bethlehem, true Houfe of Bread is our rejl.

Here Precious Blood for jin is jlill flowing,

Sealing forgivenejs and making us pure ;
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Thou in the Gift of Thyfelf art bejlowing

Grace to endeavour and Strength to endure.

Now may we cry while kneeling before Thee,

Lifting our hearts to the Father's dread

Throne—

Look on the Face of Christ, we implore Thee,

Spare our tranfgreJjions, our Sacrifice own.

Jesus, all hail ! Redeemer mojl holy,

Thee we adore at Thy own Altar-fhrine ;

Keep evermore our hearts pure and lowly,

Meet for Thy Prejence, O Victim Divine.

 

CHRIST, Who art enthroned on high,

Look on us parted far from Thee ;

How wondroujly Thou comejl nigh

That joined with us Thou mayejl be,

By that jame Body Which at birth

Shed Joy and Gladness over earth.

Hence like a mountain torrent's flow

Grace downward pours in copious jlreams,

O when that fervent Love doth glow,

What heart but melts beneath its beams ?

What guilty Soul would jhun the Flood

And not jeek cleanfmg in that Blood ?

O haughty man, lay down thy pride,

Thy Lord is here in Meeknejs found ;
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Why jlrayejl thou when He doth hide

Himjelf within this narrow Bound ?

Why wilt thou jeek the gazing crowd

When God is veiled beneath a Cloud ?

(Buter Hirte, toillff tm nichx

~ILT Thou not, my Shepherd true,

Spare Thy Sheep, in Mercy jpare

me ?

Wilt Thou not as Shepherds do

In Thine Arms rejoicing bear me,

Bear me where all troubles ceaje,

Home to Folds ofJoy and Peace ?

See ! on Earth's wide dejert way

How my truant jleps mijlead me ;

Bring me back, no more to jlray,

In Thine own green Pajlures feed me ;

Gather me within the Fold

Where Thy Lambs Thy Light behold.

With Thy Flock I long to be,

With the Flock to whom 'tis given

Safe to feed, and praijing Thee

Roam the happy plains of Heaven :

Free from fear ofjinful jlain

They can never jlray again.

Lord, I here am jbre bejet,

Fears at every jlep confound me ;
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Lo ! my foes have jpread their net

And with craft and might jurround me ;

Such their jhares on every jide,

Safe Thy Sheep can ne'er abide.

Jesus, Lord, my Shepherd true,

Oh, from wolves Thy Sheep deliver ;

Help as Shepherds wont to do,

From their jaws prejerve me ever;

Bid Thy trembling wanderer come

To his everlajling Home.

 

C&rfff our Confidence.

|RE there not hours when faith is weak,

When doubtings will arije ?

Are there not times when thoje mojl meek

Are taken by jurprije ?

Some pajjing cloud may chance to veil

The brightnejs of the Sun ;

Some tranjient terror may aQail

True happinejs begun.

Oh, fear thou not, the Truth jhall jhine

Still clearer to thy heart,

And from its eminence Divine

Yet brighter rays impart ;

If thou but build thy faith jb jure

On Him Who is the Rock,

That every blajl it may endure

And brave the jlernejl jhock.
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With jinglenejs of heart believe,

And let thy trufl be keen ;

Then thou the BleJjing jhalt receive

Of thoje who have not jeen.

 

Cn, ut Cuperba crimfnum.

O ! how the javage crew

Of our proud jins hath rent

The Heart of our All-gracious God-

That Heart jb Innocent.

The jbldier's quivering lance

Our guilt it was that jped ;

The jleel that pierced Him by our crimes

So deadly jharp was made.

O Heart, whence jprang the Church,

The Saviour's jpotless Bride,

Thou Door of our Salvation's Ark

Set in its myjlic Side ;

Thou holy Fount whence flows

The jacred jevenfold Flood,

Where we our filthy robes may cleanfe

In the Lamb's Saving Blood ;

By jbrrowful relapfe

Thee will we rend no more ;

But like the flames, thoje types of Love,

Strive Heavenward to /oar.
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WFUL is the Priejlly jlate,

Which by faith beheld aright

Clojes and unbars the gate,

Though unjeen by mortal jight :

Christ, in this His earthly Seat,

Holds in them the Balance meet,

Binds and lets the jinner's feet

In His own appointed Rite.

When they ply their healing art

'Tis His Hand in them is found ;

When they jbothe the wounded heart

His Anointing heals the wound ;

When they jpeak the faithful jheep

Drink their words and hide them deep,

For the Law of God they jleep

Firjl in their own hearts profound.

When the Wrath is going forth

And the Vial in mid air,

They jland forth to jlop the Wrath

With deep importuning prayer :

May they, Lord, themjelves be wije

Who touch Thy dread Myjleries,

Mirrors in their people's eyes,

Worthy of the things they bear.
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||HE nuptial Robe, which all mujl wear

Who enter to the Spoufal Feajl,

Is not a garb for vulgar Jtare,

A cloth of gold in jamite pieced,

In cojlly jewels glittering fair,

With rujlling pride jurceased.

The nuptial Robe which all mujl don

Who would their heads lift up on high,

Who would approach the Bridal-throne

With contrite heart and juppliant eye,

This yoke of Peace and this alone

Is the fair jlole of Charity.

The nuptial Robe is pure and white,

Unjbiled in deed, unjlained in thought,

With willing heart and purpoje right,

In works of Love it mujl be wrought,

Although 'tis wove with colours bright,

It jhall not pajs where Love is nought.

The nuptial Robe to which is given

An entrance to the Blijs of God,

Mujl raije the Soul with Virtue's leaven,

Mujl to the Crojs point out the road,

And humbly labour jlill, till Heaven

Relieve thee of thy heavy load.
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Then clothed anew in Virtue's drejs

Angels jhall bid thee welcome Home ;

Then jhall the toil that did opprejs

Be buried with thee in the tomb ;

Then jhall ye hear that lajl Addrejs—

Ye blejjed of My Father, come !

 

RIDE of the Lamb, thyfelf prepare

To meet the Spouje Divine :

Put on thy Robe with virgin care,

And bright with jewels jhine.

Arrayed in linen white and clean,

The Saints' pure Righteoujhejs,

Come forth as jun or moon jerene,

And jhow thy beauteous drejs.

No blemijh In thy garb mujl be,

Nor jpot on all thy vejl,

Fair emblems of the purity

Grace wrought within thy breajl.

Whate'er thou once couldjl call thine own

Mujl all be laid ajide :

In what He hath conferred alone

Will Jesus own His Bride.

What jcarlet was, white jhow behold ;

What crimjbn, native wool :
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For every jheep in Jesus' Fold

Is wajhed in Calvary's pool.

Faith, Hope and Love unite to gem

Emmanuel's chojen Bride ;

But in the New Jerujalem

Love only jhall abide.

31 am tije l&oCe of fefjaron.

KNOW a Flower jb sweet and fair,

There is no earthly blojQTom

With Sharon's Roje that maycompare ;

Fain would I wear

Its Fragrance in my bojbm.

It is the True and Living Word,

Whom God Himjelf hath given

To be our Guide, our Light, our Lord,

In Whom is jlored

All hope for earth and Heaven.

Hark ! how He faith—Come unto Me

Ye burdened and jad-hearted ;

Granted your heart's dejire jhall be,

And pardon free

To mourning Souls imparted.

This is My Body that I give

For you in Mercy broken ;
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Whate'er is Mine with It receive,

If ye believe

And keep what I have jpoken.

This is My Blood once jhed for you

Ye hearts, now faint and jinking ;

Drink of My Cup, and find anew

Frejh Strength to do

My Bidding without jhrinking.

Ah, Lord, by Thy mojl bitter Woes

We pray Thee ne'er forjake us ;

Since Thou couldjl even die for thoje

Who were Thy foes,

Thy Children deign to make us.

And keep us ever cloje to Thee,

Give courage to confejs Thee,

However dark the time may be,

Till jafe and free

In Heaven at lajl we blejs Thee.

Breao tfjat cometf) Doton from ^eatien.

HE Sun is jinking in the wejl ;

And while its rays decline,

Gleams of the full-orbed Pajchal moon

On the calm waters jhine.

The Galilean waters hujhed

In eventide are jlill ;
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Yet crowds of weary wanderers wait

Upon its lonely hill.

Pilgrims they are for Sion bound,

Whoje Pajchal Feajl is near ;

But the true Pajjover Himfelf

Receives and feeds them here.

They jit upon the grajjy turf

Marjhalled in groups and rows ;

Christ holds the Food which in His Hand

And by His Blejfing grows.

He gives the Food ; Apojlles take,

Dijlribute it, and then—

Two fljhes and five barley loaves

Regale five thoufand men.

O Blejfled Lord, the earth is Thine,

By Thy creative Hand

The golden harvejls crown the year

And deck the fertile land.

O BleJOfed Lord, Thou Bread of Life

That cometh down from Heaven,

Supplies of everlajling Good

By Thee to man are given.

Thy Godhead is the Well-jpring, Lord,

The pure exhaujllejs Source,

From which they flow through age to age

In never-ending courje.
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In channels formed by Thee they flow

In rivulets of Grace,

Refrejhing all who wander here

In this world's dejert place.

Oh, feed us weary Pilgrims, Lord,

And to Thy Sion bring,

To keep a Heavenly Feajl with Thee

Our Prophet, Priejl and King.

ILorti, %ift let u0 recefte,.

 
ORD, Thy Life let us receive,

For in Thee we do believe ;

Let Thy Body and Thy Blood

Be to us our Souls' bejl Food.

Jesus, at Thy latejl Feajl

John once leaned upon Thy Breajl ;

Filled like him with Love Divine

Let us on Thy Breajl recline.

More than to parched land jbft jhowers,

More than dews to drooping flowers,

Precious be to us Thy Grace

Till we jee Thee Face to face.

In this Feajl and in Thy Word,

Gazing on Thy Glories, Lord,

More like Thee to us become,

Heavenly, for our Heavenly Home.



ami Cent tfjem atoap.

 

(Eos t0 fn ^te tolp $ffl.

j]OD is in His holy Hill :

Let the earth and jea be jlill ;

And the Child ofjin and woe

Come before Him, bending low,

Where our loved and lojl ones meet

Safe beneath their Saviour's Feet.

Faces dear, 'tis here ye jmile,

Ye, whom we have mijjed awhile.

Here is poured a Living Cup,

Wells of water Springing up

Into Life that cannot die,

Pledge of Immortality,

Earth hath nothing half jb dear ;

Christ's Own Flesh and Blood are here.

Glory, honour, praife and peace !

God is nigh ; all words mujl ceaje.

ana 5?e Cent t&em atoap.

|N the dejert far from home,

Faint and weary, Lord, we come ;

In Thy Prejence only jure

Of the Bread that can endure :

Life with Thee is all we pray ;

Send us not, O Lord, away.

R
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Thou art Nature's Mighty Lord,

Thou art Love in deed and word,

Thou art Mercy, Truth and Right,

Shining in commingled Light :

Thou art everlajling Day ;

Send us not, O Lord, away.

Come with us, where duty calls

To the Temple's jacred walls :

Thou art all we look for there,

Thou fulfillejl all our prayer :

Life with Thee is all we pray ;

Turn us not, O Lord, away.

Leave us not, O Shepherd good,

Still we crave Thy jweetejl Food ;

Thou canjl all our need jupply ;

If Thou feed us not we die :

Life in Thee is all we pray ;

Turn us not, O Lord, away.

Communion..

 

LOSER, deser, Jesus jHU

Let me feel Thee and adore Thee,

Heart and Soul and Senje and Will,

" * Lo! they all bow down before Thee.

Can it be that Thou art here

Rejling on this heart of mine ?

Every earthly hope and fear

Lojl In flames of Love Divine ?
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Yes ! Lord Jesus Thou dojl hold me,

And I loje myfelf in Thee ;

Clojer jlill and clojer fold me

Rapt in jpeechlejs ecjlajy.

O to jee Thee Face to face !

0 for wings of Love to fly !

O that in this jlrong embrace

1 could lay me down and die !

Lay me down and take my rejl

There where time no bond can jever,

And thus leaning on Thy Breajl

Drink of Love's deep jlream for ever.

 



 

PART V.

Cfoe C&anfefgttring.

THE EUCHARISTIC PORTION OF

THE DIVINE OFFICE.

tlfto, an tntjfr tn mu

HIS Union of Divinejl Love

By which I live a Life above,

Setting my heart at liberty

My God to me enchains ;

But then to jee His Majejly

In juch a baje captivity

It jb my Spirit pains,

That evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becaufe I do not die.

Ah, what a length does life appear,

How hard to bear this exile here,

How hard from weary day to day

To pine without relief :

 

mm
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The yearning hope to break away

From this my prijbn-houfe of clay

Injpires jb jharp a grief,

That overcome I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

Oh, what a bitter life is this

Deprived of God, its only Blifs ;

And what though Love delicious be,

Not jb is Hope deferred :

Ah, then, Dear Lord, in Charity

This iron weight of mifery

From my poor Soul ungird,

For evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

This only gives me life and jlrength,

To know that die I mujl at length ;

For Hope injures me Blijs Divine

Through death, and death alone.

O Death, for thee, for thee I pine,

Sweet Death, of Life the origin,

Ah, wing thee hither jbon,

For evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

And thou, fond Life, oh, vex me not

By jlill prolonging here my lot,

But know that Love is urging me ;

Know that the only way
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To gain thee is—by lojing thee.

Come then, O Death, come speedily,

And end thy long delay,

For evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

The Life above, the Life on high

Alone is Life in verity,

Nor can we Life at all enjoy

Till this poor life is o'er ;

Then, O jweet Death, no longer fly

From me who, ere my time to die,

Am dying evermore,

For evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

To Him Who deigns in me to live,

What better Gift have I to give,

O my poor earthly life, than thee ?

Too glad of thy decay,

So but I may the jboner jee

That Face of jweetejl Majejly

For which I pine away,

While evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

Abfent from Thee, my Saviour Dear,

I call not Life this living here,

But a long dying agony,

The jharpejl I have known j
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And I myfelf, myjelf to jee

In juch a rack of mijery,

For very pity moan,

And ever, ever weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

The fijh that from the brook is ta'en,

Soon finds an end of all its pain ;

And agonies the worjl to bear

Are jbonejl jpent and o'er ;

But what acutejl death can e'er

With this my painful life compare

In torture evermore ?

While evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

When on the Altar I ejpy,

My God, Thy hidden Majejly,

And peace is jbothing my jad heart,

Then comes redoubled pain

To think, that here from Thee apart,

I cannot jee Thee as Thou art,

But gaze and gaze in vain,

While evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

When with the hope I comfort me

At leajl in Heaven of jeeing Thee,

The thought that I may loje Thee yet

With anguijh thrills me through ;
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And by a thoujand fears bejet

My very hope injpires regret

And multiplies my woe,

While evermore I weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

Ah, Lord, my Light and living Breath,

Take me, oh, take me from this death,

And burjl the bars that Jever me

From my true Life above ;

Think how I die Thy Face to see,

And cannot live away from Thee,

O my eternal Love,

And ever, ever weep and jigh,

Dying becauje I do not die.

I weary of this endlejs jlrife,

I weary of this dying life,

This living death, this heavy chain,

This torment of delay

In which her jins my Soul detain ;

Ah, when jhall it be mine ? Ah, when,

With my lajl breath to jay—

No more I weep, no more I jigh ;

I'm dying of dejire to die ?
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|HAT happinejs can equal mine ?

I've found the Object of my love;

My Saviour and my Lord Divine

IscometomefromHeaven above ;

He makes my heart His own Abode,

His Flesh becomes my daily Bread,

He pours on me His Healing Blood,

And with His Life my Soul is fed.

My Love is mine and I am His ;

In me He dwells, in Him I live :

Where could I tajle a purer Blifs ?

What greater Boon could Jesus give ?

O Royal Banquet, Heavenly Feajl,

O flowing Fount of Life and Grace,

Where God the Giver, man the guejl

Meet and unite in Tweet embrace.

Dear Jesus, now my heart is Thine,

Oh, may it never from Thee fly ;

My God, be Thou for ever mine,

And I, Thine Own eternally.

No more, O Satan, thee I fear ;

O World, thy charms I now dejpife ;

For Christ Himjelf is with me here,

My Joy, my Life, my Paradije.
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JEHOLD ! O Lord my God, Thee have

I now

Who all things hajl, to Whom all

Angels bow,

To Whom the Seraphim around the Throne,

Adoring, raije the high Tris-hagion.

Thee, Fount of Life, Thee, perfect Happinejs,

Thee, Mighty God, Thy creature doth pojjefs.

Lord, take my heart from all things not of Thee,

And let Thy Prejence jweet abide with me.

All without Thee is dark, but in Thy Light

The gloomiejl cloud beams forth a rainbow bright.

Sorrow is peace ; and in a thorny nejl

The wounded heart may yet all calmly rejl.

Amid the rujhing jlorm that howls along

Thy dear Voice whijpers clear its under-jbng.

My Love, my Joy, my Own, my Life, my All !

O keep me, hold me, ne'er from Thee to fall.

O Heart of Love, broken for love of me,

Fain would my cold heart break for love of Thee.

O Heart of Meeknejs ; earnejlly I Jeek

Of Thee the Grace to be jincerely meek.

O Truth unfeigned, to Thee I humbly jiie

For jlrength to dare at all times to be true.

O Lowlinejs majejlic, grant to me

The pricelejs Gift of pure Humility.
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Yea, draw me after Thee by Thine own Ways

Of prayer, of work, of patience, and of praije.

And when, Dear Lord, my days on earth are o'er,

O call me whither Thou art gone before,

To gaze upon Thy Face for evermore.
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TEEP and thorny is the way

Straight to Heaven our home as

cending ;

Happy he who every day

Walks therein, for Christ contending ;

Happy when his journey o'er

Conqueror he to Christ jhall jbar.

Great jhall be his recompenfe

True to death on God who waited ;

Who renounced the joys of Jenje,

To his Saviour conjecrated ;

Who has gazed with jleadfajl eye

On the Crown of Victory.

On the Crojs our Dying Lord

Bled for man who had offended,

Purchajed us the great Reward,

Then from earth to Heaven ajcended ;

Victor e'en in death, He jaid—

Father, it is finijhed.



May we jbon approach Thee near,

We who long on earth have jlriven,

Storms and night jurround us here,

Bright and peaceful 'tis in Heaven :

Death may jlrike and graves may yawn,

Yonder beams Life's endlejs dawn.

On then, Comrades, wend your way,

Let not life's drear wajle alarm you ;

Look to Jesus, watch and pray

'Gainjl the fight that God would arm you.

God, Who jlrong the weak canjl make,

Victory give for Jesus' sake.

3n fcac Cruce Hz fntjenft, qufctmque

fntjenft.

""AIL ! Tree of Life, planted anew

Amidjl the briar-wajte of dearth,

Once more thy branches dropping dew

Awake the echoes deep of mirth,

Lojl jince the airs of Eden blew

Their Tweet lajl gift o'er jin-jlained earth.

Hail ! Tree of Life, on Calvary's height

Extending wide, rejtored again ;

Hail ! happy boughs ofjweet delight

Where jure repoje and quiet reign ;

A jhelter they from Demon jpite,

From jbrrowing care and fruitless pain.
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Hail ! Tree of Life, beneath thy jhade

Fain would I rejl and lifl thy call ;

No burning heat jhall jlrike my head,

No mildew there, nor blight jhall fall ;

For jhould the bitter cup invade,

Sweet Peace is there to temper all.

Hail ! javing Crojs, beneath thy foot

Here would I rejl and look above ;

My needed jlrength would here recruit,

Thy promijed Mercies here would prove,

Gather each day increaje of fruit,

New fuel for increaje of Love.
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]E hath been near unto the golden Gate;

Serene he waited for his Majler's

Calling ;

It came—A little longer thou mujl wait,

Thejands of life have not yet ceajed their falling.

Once more he pajjeth in the well-known way ;

Though jight be dim and footjleps fail and

falter,

Led by the hand, once more this Holy Day

He draweth nigh unto his Lord's dear Altar.

He kneeleth low ; he heareth words of Blifs ;

With hand up-jpread and eyelid clojed he

kneeleth.
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Oh, what an hour of peace and joy is this :

Oh, in what Love his Lord Himjelf revealeth.

We fee the trembling form : but far from jight

The Spirit pajjeth to more glorious regions

Behind the veil, upborne on wings of light,

Blending its worjhip with Angelic legions.

Entranced he gazeth on the wounded Side,

The precious Stream for him in Mercy flowing,

The low-bowed Head, the Arms outftretching wide,

The awful Crojs with myjlic radiance glowing.

Servant of God, thou haft not long to jlay ;

Soon the weak bonds that hold thee here jhall

jever ;

Then jhalt thou gaze upon the perfect day,

And be with Him thou lov'jl foreverand forever.

3Dfgnare me, flD 3eCu, rogo %t.

 

ESU, grant me this I pray,

Ever in Thy Heart to jlay ;

Let me evermore abide

Hidden in Thy wounded Side.

If the evil one prepare,

Or the world, a tempting jhare,

I am jafe when I abide

In Thy Heart and wounded Side.
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If the flejh, more dangerous jlill,

Tempt my Soul to deeds of ill,

Nought I fear when I abide

In Thy Heart and wounded Side.

Death will come one day to me ;

Jesu, cajl me not from Thee :

Dying, let me jlill abide

In Thy Heart and wounded Side.

$lun nfmm mefn l^erj.

 
OW take my heart and all that is in me,

My Lord Beloved, take it from me to

Thee;

I would have Thine :

This Soul and flejh of mine

Would order thought and word and deed

As Thy mojl holy Will jhall lead.

Thou feedejl me with Heavenly Bread and Wine,

Thou pourejl through me jlreams of Life Divine;

O noble Face,

So Sweet, jb full of Grace,

I ponder as Thy Crofs I jee

How bejl to give myfelf to Thee.

Behold ! through all th' eternal Ages jlill

My heart jhall chooje and love Thy holy Will ;

Wouldjl Thou my death ?

I die to Thee in faith ;
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Wouldjl Thou that I jhould longer live ?

To Thee the choice I wholly give.

But Thou mujl alfo deign to be my own,

To dwell in me, to make my heart Thy Throne,

My God indeed,

My Help in time of need,

My Head from Whom no power can jever,

The Bridegroom of my Soul for ever.

$otoetful to £>atje.

N whoje Soul have Mercy,Jesu, Power

ful to jave—

This injcribe above my clay when jleep-

ing in the grave :

The Crojs o'erjhadowing the jpot, a tablet at the

feet

Recording my baptijmal name dear lips have ren

dered jweet.

For Mercy is my only hope, for Mercy is my cry,

I have no other plea to gain a blejl Eternity ;

I have no trujl but in the Crojs to jave in my

death-hour,

No help but in my Saviour's Blood to quench

the Tempter's power.

The jblemn hour of clojing life to all is drawing

near,

When nothing but the Comforter can juccow

or can cheer ;

 



flD Cnij, qui Cola languetttesL 257

O Glorious Triune, Light of Life, to Thee be

Glory given,

For Jesu Prejent when on earth, for Jesu when

in Heaven.

 

j© Cm;, qui Cola languenteg*

CROSS, that only know'Jl the Woes

He jiiffered erjl Who hung on Thee,

Speak to our hearts of thoje deep

Throes,

Thoje broken Words, that Agony.

Sharp were the nails which ruthlejs bound

His fainting Form in thine embrace ;

The thorns about His Temples wound

Forbade Him e'en that rejling-place.

Oh, fearful Woe—the Lord of Life

Upon thy breajl contends with Death ;

And Victor in the mortal jlrife,

Yet yielded up His lajl faint Breath.

O holy Crojs, by thee we live,

And at thy foot our life we lay ;

Tribunal, whence our Lord jhall give

His Judgment in that bitter Day.

s
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Give us, O Lord, to die with Thee,

With Thee fell Death to rije above,

Dejpijing earthly vanity

To fix our hearts on Joys above.

 

Cor J3rca Hegem continent

|RK of the Covenant, not that whence

bondage came of old,

But that of Pardon and of Grace and

Mercies manifold ;

Thou Veil of awful Myjlery, thou SanSuary

jublime,

Thou jacred Temple, holier far than that of olden

time ;

Blejl Heart of Christ, in thy dear Wound the

hidden depth we jee

Of what were elfe unguejfled by us, His boundkf

Charity.

Beneath this emblem of pure Love 'twas Love

Himjelf that died,

And offered up for us to God a Victim crucified.

Oh, who of His redeemed will Him their mutual

love refufe ?

Who would not rather in that Heart their Home

eternal chooje ?
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tyalt fm (EetiacfjtruTsf 3!eCum Cfjrift

EAR Jesus Christ the Lord in mind

| Who left His Heavenly Throne,

fcjiar^ And, out of Love to humankind,

Put human Nature on—

Our Brother, born of Flejh and Blood

To make His jure Salvation good—

Then thank Him for His Love.

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind

On Whom our hopes depend ;

With that great Love He bore mankind

He loved them to the end ;

And gave at length His Flesh and Blood

To be their Souls' jujlaining Food—

Then thank Him for His Love.

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind

Who jbre by grief was tried ;

A Ranjbm for our Souls to find

Upon the Crojs He died :

He vanquijhed jin and every foe

And javed us from eternal woe—

Then thank Him for His Love.

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind

Who, freed from grief and pain,

A Conqueror Death hath failed to bind,

The third day roje again :
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The righteous Affs of Christ the Lord

Have Life and Peace to man rejlored—

Then thank Him for His Love.

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind

Who, all His Sorrows pajl,

In jight of thoje He left behind

Returned to Heaven at lajl ;

There to prepare for us a Place

Where we jhall always Jee His Face—

Then thank Him for His Love.

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind

Who, from His Throne above

Once more will come, the Judge ajjigned

Both quick and dead to prove :

Take heed that thou mayjl jland the tejl,

And enter then His holy Rejl

To thank Him for His Love.

Lord, let me ever bear in mind,

And let my faith embrace

Thy Love to me and all mankind ;

And may Thy cheering Grace

In hours of sorrow Comfort give,

And caufe me after death to live

And thank Thee for Thy Love.
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%ty fefjfp in t&e mrtff of tfje &ea.

HE waters were Thy Path ;

Thy Way was on the jea :

Who in that night could trace Thy

Steps ?

Who jblve the Myjlery ?

Some at Capernaum ajked—

When and how cam'jl Thou here?

In vain they tried to find the track

By which Thou didjl appear.

But Thy Difciples, Lord,

Did gladly Thee receive ;

And when the Ship was at the jhore

They pry not, but believe.

Lord, in Thy Sacraments

Thou walkejl on the jea ;

Let us not ajk—how dojl Thou come ?

But gladly welcome Thee.

Then will the winds be hujhed,

The waves no longer roar ;

When Christ is with us in the Ship,

The Ship is at the jhore.
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3jeCu, SDulcelro cortifum.

ESUS, Thou Joy of loving hearts,

Thou Fount of Life, Thou Light of

men,

From the bejl blijs that earth imparts,

We turn unfilled to Thee again.

Thy Truth unchanged hath ever jlood,

Thou javejl thoje that on Thee call,

To them that jeek Thee Thou art Good,

To them that find Thee, All in All.

We tajle Thee, O Thou living Bread,

And long to feajl upon Thee jlill ;

We drink of Thee, the fountain Head,

And thirjl our Souls from Thee to fill.

Our refllejs Spirits yearn for Thee

Where'er our changeful lot is cajl ;

Glad when Thy gracious Smile we jee,

Blejl when our faith can hold Thee fajl.

O Jesus, ever with us jlay !

Make all our moments calm and bright ;

Chaje the dark night ofjin away ;

Shed o'er the world Thy holy Light.
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Communion Calm ant) 3|o?.

H, what is this enchanting Calm

Which thus with Joy my bojbm fills,

Which o'er my Spirit pours a balm,

And through my inmojl being thrills?

Is jbme bright Seraph higher jent

Diffujing jweetnejs from his wings

To jleep my bojbm in content,

Unjeen, unfelt from earthly things ?

No ; jbmething purer far mujl dwell

Within this raptured Soul of mine :

'Tis what no mortal tongue can tell,

'Tis more than Heavenly, 'tis Divine.

My God, my Jesus, it is Thou

Art ravifhing my heart with Blijs ;

Thy Prejence is within me now :

Could I have ajked a boon like this ?

Yes, jlooping from Thy Throne above

Thou wilt not dwell from man apart :

Thou, in Thy Sacrament of Love,

Hajl come to dwell within my heart.
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latt feacramentsf.

HEN day's jhadows lengthen,

Jesu, be Thou near ;

Pardon, comfort, jlrengthen,

Chaje away my fear ;

Love and Hope be deepened,

Faith more jlrong and clear.

When the night grows darkejl

And the jlars are pale,

When the foe ajjembles

In Death's mijly vale,

Be Thou Sword and Helmet,

Be Thou Shield and Mail.

He who jlands bejide me

Comes but to proclaim

Pardon for contrition,

Wipes out jlains ofjhame,

Saying—I abjblve thee

In Christ's blejjed Name.

If Thou willejl feed me,

Strengthen ere I go ;

In that unknown pathway

Lighten every woe ;

Jesu, as Thou knowejl,

Grant me jb to know.
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That an hour of weaknejs—

That a time of fear—

Come ! Thou Bread of Heaven,

Sacrament jo dear ;

All I loved may vanifh

If but Thou be near.

Come ! Thou Food of Angels,

Source of every Grace,

In Thy Father's Manjions

Give me jbon a place,

That unveiled in Splendour

I may jee Thy Face.

Fading this world, fading,

Forms are growing dim,

Other voices whifper

Tones of jbme jweet Hymn

Telling of His Mercy,

Speaking but of Him.

By the Jordan's ripples,

PaJjing through the jhade,

Let me hear that Promife

Once for ever made—

It is I, thy Jesus,

Be not thou afraid.

Cold the waters rolling,

Chill the mijls around,

Black the night above me,

Strange th' untrodden ground,



Oft lojl In the dejert,

Yet may I be found.

Then be near me, Jesus,

Enemies jhall flee ;

Ave ! Sacramentum,

Thou my Comfort be ;

Food and Priejl and Victim,

Let me feed on Thee.

So jhall no fears chill me

On that unknown jhore,

For in death He conquered

And can die no more ;

His Hand guards and guides me

To the City's door.

BleJ^ed warfare over,

Endlejs Rejl alone,

Tears no more nor jbrrow,

Neither jigh nor moan,

But a Song of triumph

Round about the Throne.

Sin of 'ftfjan&Cfffijinff.

 

|ESUS, Gentlejl Saviour,

God of Might and Power,

Thou Thyfelf art dwelling

In us at this hour.
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Nature cannot hold Thee,

Heaven is all too jlrait

For Thine endlejs Glory

And Thy Royal State.

Out beyond the jhining

Of the farthejl jlar,

Thou art ever jlretching

Infinitely far.

Yet the hearts of children

Hold what world's can not,

And the God of Wonders

Loves the lowly jpot.

As men to their gardens

Go to jeek jweet flowers,

In our hearts Dear Jesus

Seeks them at all hours.

Jesus, Gentlejl Saviour,

Thou art in us now ;

Fill us full of Goodnejs

Till our hearts o'erflow.

Pray the prayer within us

That to Heaven jhall rije ;

Sing the jbng that Angels

Sing above the jkies.

Multiply our Graces,

Chiefly Love and Fear,

And, Dear Lord, the chiefejl,

Grace to perfevere.

Oh, how can we thank Thee

For a Gift like this.
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Gift that truly maketh

Heaven's eternal Blijs ?

Ah, when wilt Thou always

Make our hearts Thy home ?

We mujl wait for Heaven,

Then the day will come.

Now at leajl we'll keep Thee

All the time we may ;

But Thy Grace and BleJjing

We will keep alway.

a feonnet from t&e Canticles

MODEL of all Beauty, in Whoje

True Blejjednejs doth evermore abide,

Whoje Voice outwonders the myjlerious

With its unfailing volume. Day and night

Thou art our full-orbed noon. Oh, that I might

Set as a jewel in the circlet rejl

That rounds Thine Arm ; and jb be ever blejl

Clajping and clajped by Love that's Infinite.

The bloom upon Thy Lips is Tweeter far

Than all the cojlly baljams of the jbuth ;

The glances of Thine Eyes more potent are

Than Death and Hell ; Thy Breath is Life

indeed.

Oh, let me kifs Thee. In my utter need,

Oh, kijs me with the Rifles of Thy Mouth.

 

Light

tide
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^fcan&Cgfomij; after Communfon.

 
GOD of Mercy, God of Might,

How jhould pale jinners bear the jight,

If as Thy Power is jurely here

Thine open Glory jhould appear ?

For now Thy People are allowed

To Jcale the Mount and pierce the Cloud,

And Faith may feed her eager view

With wonders Sinai never knew.

Frejh from th' atoning Sacrifice

The world's Creator bleeding lies,

That man, His foe by whom He bled,

May take Him for his daily Bread.

Oh, agony of wavering thought,

When jinners firfl jb near are brought—

It is my Maker, dare I jlay ?

My Saviour, dare I turn away ?

Thus while the jlorm is high within

'Twixt love of Christ and fear of jin,

Who can exprejs the jbothing charm

To feel thy kind upholding arm,

My mother Church ? and hear thee tell

Of a world lojl yet loved jb well,

That He, by Whom the Angels live,

His Only Son for her would give ?
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And doubt we yet ? Thou call'jl again ;

A lower jlill, a jweeter jlrain ;

A voice from Mercy's inmojl jhrine,

The very breath of Love Divine.

Whifpering it jays to each apart—

Come unto Me, thou trembling heart ;

And we mujl hope, jb jweet the tone,

The precious Words are all our own.

Hear them, Kind Saviour, hear Thy Spoufe

Low at Thy Feet renew her vows ;

Thine own dear Promije jhe would plead

For us her true though fallen jeed.

She pleads by all her mercies, told

Thy chojen Witnejflfes of old,

Love's heralds Jent to man forgiven,

One from the Crojs and One from Heaven.

This, of true Penitents the chief

To the lojl Spirit brings relief,

Lifting on high th' adored Name—

Sinners to jave Christ Jesus came.

That, dearejl of Thy bojbm Friends

Into the wavering heart descends—

What ? fallen again ? yet cheerful rije,

Thine Intercejjor never dies.

The eye of faith that waxes bright

Each moment by Thine Altar's light
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Sees them e'en now ; they jlill abide

In myjlery kneeling at our jide ;

And with them every Spirit blejl

From realms of triumph or of rejl,

From him who jaw creation's morn

Of all Thine Angels eldejl born,

To the poor babe who died to-day,

Take part in our thankjgiving lay

Watching the tearful joy and calm,

While jinners tajle Thine Heavenly Balm.

Sweet, awful hour ; the only sound

One gentle footjlep gliding round,

Offering by turns on Jesus' part

The Crojs to every hand and heart.

Refrejh us, Lord, to hold it fajl ;

And when Thy Veil is drawn at lajl,

Let us depart where jhadows ceaje

With Words of BleJjing and of Peace.

featuratusi iferculi0 et CiMsf.

]ED with Dainties from above,

With holiejl Viands sated,

Nourijhed by this Feajl of Love,

With Heavenly Joys elated,

With what fitting gratitude

Can this cold heart be glowing

To Thee Who art here my Food,

On me Thyjelf bejlowing ?

 



Now and every hour of time

Let all Creation bless Thee ;

For this Fejlival jublime

Shall my whole heart confejs Thee

Who dojl thus my Spirit cheer,

My earthly portion jweeten,

Life revive and darknejs clear

By Thy Dear Body eaten.

This through all my quickening veins

Its jacred Vigour poureth ;

And unto my heart and reins

Immortal youth rejloreth.

Oh, on what jweet Bread to-day

Hath my rapt Soul been feeding ;

How with thanks can I repay

Such Love, all thanks exceeding ?

Now to embrace Thy jacred Feet

I turn with deep afFection,

And with jlreaming tears to greet

The Spoufe of mine election :

Firm in faith Thy Wounds adored

I reckon with devotion ;

And Thy precious Death, O Lord,

Partake with deep emotion.

Feet and Knees, Thy Hands, Thy Face,

Heart, Eyes, Side, Bojbm viewing,

There for Pardon and for Grace

Bowed down and projlrate juing :
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May they to my heart and eyes

For evermore be prejent ;

From my breajl rejponjive jighs

To Thee draw forth incejjant.

When in my lajl earthly day

From hence my Spirit flitteth,

And this failing frame of clay

For aye departing quitteth,

With that Sacred Flesh of Thine

And Blood my Soul deliver,

Wherein Thou, O Boon Divine,

Of Thine own Self art Giver.

 

<H\)t Cftjenfng; after Communfon.

OME ! let me for a moment cajl

All earthly thoughts away,

And muje upon the jacred Gift

Which I received to-day.

This morning that Eternal Lord

Who is my Judge to be,

Came to this lowly tenement

And jlayed awhile with me.

With His Celejlial Flesh and Blood

My fainting Soul He fed ;

With tender Words of Grace and Love

My heart He comforted.
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He Who of all that live and breathe

Is all the Life and Breath,

This morning deigned to vijit me

In this my houje of death.

He Whoje Immenjity tranfcends

Creation's utmojl goal,

This morning deigned to be confined

Within my finite Soul.

He Who in endlejs wealth abounds,

The world's PojjeJjbr blejl,

This morning deigned, oh, wondrous thought,

To be by me pojjejjed.

He Who in Awful Godhead jits

Upon His Throne on high,

This morning entered my abode

In His Humanity.

He Who for me a Trembling Babe

On Mary's Heart reclined,

This morning in my heart and flejh

His Deity enjhrined.

O Soul of mine, reflect, reflect,

Confider, one by one,

What Marvels of jurpajJing Grace

Thy God in thee has done.

His tender Love with love repay,

Extol His jacred Name,

To all the world His Greatnejs tell,

His Gracioujhejs proclaim.
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Ev%(xpi<rTov[Aev So;, AeinroTcc.

ASTER, Lord and God, to Thee

Thanks and adoration,

That Thou giv'jl Thyjelf to be

Our Participation,

Through Thy Myjleries, holy, pure,

Heavenly, that for aye endure ;

Souls and bodies jlrengthening free

With Thy bejl Salvation.

Loving, Bounteous, Gracious Lord,

Thankful we adore Thee ;

May Thy Gifts on this Thy Board

Duly jet before Thee

Be to us Celejlial Food,

Holy Body, Precious Blood,

Through Thy Spirit and Thy Word,

Lowly we implore Thee.

So jhall we with Love unblamed,

Godlinejs abounding,

Hope that maketh not ajhamed,

Faith the Foe confounding,

Walk in Thy Commandments' way,

Till on Thy tremendous Day

BlejJed we of Thee be named,

All Thy Saints jurrounding.
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Cucfjarttttc tE&an&Cgttjfn^

 

jjE give Thee thanks, Dear Father,

For all Thy Glory jhown

In making this great Sacrifice

For all our jins atone ;

For giving our poor human jight

A Saviour to adore,

Pardon and Comfort, Peace in death,

And Life for evermore.

We thank Thee, Holy Father,

For all that gentle Love

Which leads theje earthly, anxious hearts

To peaceful homes above,

Which jhows the pajjing vanity

Of worldly cares and joys,

And man's jlrong will and pajjions' might

In tendernejs dejlroys.

We give Thee thanks, Sweet Saviour,

Our grateful hearts to Thee

Who pitieth all our jbrrows

And all our mifery ;

We thank Thee for Thy Precious Blood

Which takes away our jin,

Pardons our lives, our words, our deeds,

Our inmojl thoughts within.



O Lamb of God, we thank Thee

For jlilling all our fears,

Calming unrejlful human hearts

And drying all our tears ;

Drawing to better, purer hopes

Above, and Rejl in Heaven ;

Whijp'ring of never-dying Love,

And every jin forgiven.

We give Thee thanks, Good Spirit,

For Thy Life-giving Power,

Shining with myjlic jplendour's Light

In Eucharijlic hour ;

Oh, teach us how to worjhip God

As Angels do on high,

And join our loved Communion with

Their Altars in the Sky.

We thank Thee, Holy Spirit,

Rife Thou within our hearts,

Illuminate the Myjlery

This Sacrament imparts ;

Oh, janctify the Offerings

We bring our God to-day ;

Reveal Thy glorious Prejence,

And teach as how to pray.

O Triune God, we thank Thee,

Thy glorious Name we blejs,

And ajk Thy Grace to lead us on

In paths of Holinejs ;
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Help us each day to work for Thee ;

Let not Thy Blejjing ceaje ;

But ever whifper in our hearts

The parting Words of Peace.

We give Thee thanks, O Trinity,

Eternal Three in One,

For all the wondrous Love and Grace

This Sacrament has won ;

We give Thee thanks, O Trinity,

Myjlerious One in Three,

For this bright Light to guide us here

On to Eternity.

IRtmember St^e.

 

The Chrijlian's Requejl to his Friend.

HEN thy heart's emotion

Yields to deep devotion,

O Friend, remember me :

When in Tweet Communion

Lojl and jacred Union,

Oh, then remember me :

When from earth retiring

To thy Lord ajpiring,

All His Grace dejiring,

Lone thou bow'jl the knee ;

Then when friends the dearejl

Are in Jesus nearejl,

Then, Friend, remember me.
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The Chrijliaris Requeft to his Saviour.

When my heart beguiling

All around is jmiling,

O Lord, remember me :

When afflictions prejs me.

Sins and fears dijlrejs me,

Oh, Jlill remember me :

On the couch when lying,

Languijhing and dying,

When the lajl, lajl jighing

Yields my Soul to Thee,

Then when friends are failing

Nought on earth availing,

Oh, then remember me.

The Saviour's Requejl to the Chriftian.

When carejjed, carejfling

Thine each earthly Ble]jing,

Wilt thou remember Me ?

Then when junfhine fails thee,

Then when jlorm ajjails thee,

Will I remember thee :

When My Word is jpoken,

When the Bread is broken

Of My Death the Token,

Midfl My two or three ;

Then thy Friend once bleeding,

Now in Glory pleading,

Then mojl remember Me.



When My Brethren languijh

PrejJed with want or anguijh,

In them remember Me :

When thou hear'jl what millions

Death's dark jhade pavilions,

In them remember Me :

Think what once I juffered,

How My Life I offered,

How My Love difcovered

Love to all, to thee :

Thus with love's emotion,

Thus with life's devotion,

Oh, thus remember Me.

Walt awhile ; be fervent ;

As My Friend and Servant

Awhile remember Me :

Soon jhall faith to vijion

Yield in jweet tranjition

If thou remember Me :

Soon with thoje before thee

Gathered into Glory

Thou too jhalt adore Me,

Soon my Face jhalt jee ;

All thy faint remembrance

Lojl in bright rejemblance,

Oh, then remember Me.
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<3D 31rtu> HDulciflime.

 
JESU, bejl Beloved,

Thou Bread by which we live,

Who now hajl deigned mojl really

Thy very Self to give,

From every guilt abjblve me,

And grant my grief to be

Sincere and penitential,

And welcome unto Thee.

O Jesu, living Victim,

By gifts of Grace and Love

Renew my Soul, and make me

Acceptable above ;

By broken Bread and Wine-Cup

Eternal Life impart,

And nourijh by Thy Prejence

Thy Love within my heart.

Make me, Sweet Confoler,

All vanity to flee ;

My Buckler, my Defender,

Give me the Victory ;

Teach me Thy Ways, Rejlorer,

And grant when life be pajl

In Beatific Vijion

To see Thy Face at lajl.
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(LQihen tTje^ fiati Cung; an ^pmn, tfjep

That flung broad jhadows o'er the

rugged jleep

Of Olivet that night.

But jbon the calm was broken, and the jbund

Ofjlrains all jweet and plaintive filled the air ;

And deep-toned voices echoing all around

Made mujic everywhere.

The Holy Rite is o'er ; the Blejed Sign

Is given to cheer us in this earthly jlrife ;

The Bread is broken and outpoured the Wine—

Symbols of better Life.

The bitter cup of wrath before Him lies ;

And yet as up the jleep they paj*s along,

The mighty Victim to the Sacrifice,

They cheer the way with Jong.

We ne'er can know juch jbrrow as that night

Pierced to the Heart the Suffering Son of God ;

And every earthly jadnejs is but light

To that dark path He trod.

toent out.

 

ALM lay the City in its double jleep,

Beneath the Pajchal Moon's cold

jilvery light
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And yet, how faint and feeble rife our jbngs ;

How oft we linger 'mid the jhadows dim ;

Nor give the Glory that to Him belongs

In Eucharijlic Hymn.

O for an echo of that chant of praije ;

O for a voice to jing His mighty Love ;

O for a refrain of the Hymns they raije

In the bright Home above.

Touch Thou our wayward hearts and let them be

In jlronger faith to Thy glad Service given,

Till o'er the margin of Time's jurging Jea

We jing the Song of Heaven.

<C&e Sacrifice of (€%mttgibin$+

 

ITH heart from fears, with eyes from

tears,

With feet from falling free,

What jhall I render, O my God,

For all Thy Gifts to me ?

What part have I in life, or lot,

For Him Who made me live ?

Who gave His Son, what jhall He not—

But, oh, what jhall I give ?

What jpikenard odours jhall I jhed

Before the Mercy-Jeat ?

What balms outpour about His Head,

What tears upon His Feet ?
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Though every hair a tear jhould dry,

Each tear bedew a jin,

There jlill would be a death to die,

A pardon jlill to win.

Who with Thine Own Jerves Thee alone,

He bejl Thy Love repays ;

I'll take the Cup, and offer up

Thy BlejJing for my praije.

Thy Gifts jhall be my vows to Thee

For joy, for jbrrow blejl ;

From jin, from pain, my Soul, again

Turn there unto thy rejl.

Mite feonnt fcfc &zin twffeffen.

 H, how could I forget Him

Who ne'er forgetteth me ?

Or tell the Love that let Him

Come down to jet us free ?

I lay in darkejl jadnejs

Till He made all things new,

And jlill frejh Love and Gladnejs

Flow from that Heart jb true.

How could I ever leave Him

Who is jb kind a Friend ?

How could I ever grieve Him

Who thus to me doth bend ?
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Have I not Jeen Him dying

For us on yonder Tree ?

Do I not hear Him crying—

Arife and follow Me ?

For ever will I love Him

Who jaw my hopelejs plight,

Who felt my jbrrows move Him

And brought me Life and Light

Whoje Arm jhall be around me

When my lajl hour is come,

And juffer none to wound me

Though dark the pajQage home.

He gives me Pledges holy,

His Body and His Blood ;

He lifts the jcorned, the lowly,

He makes my courage good :

For He will reign within me,

And jhed His Graces there ;

The Heaven He died to win me

Can I then fail to jhare ?

In joy and jbrrow ever

Shine through me, blejjed Heart

Who bleeding for us' never

Didjl jhrink from jbrejl jmart :

Whate'er I've loved or jlriven

Or borne I bring to Thee ;

Now let Thy Heart and Heaven

Stand open, Lord, to me.
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Sltt of ^anfcCjjftjtag.

OLY, Holy, Thee we jing,

Jesu, with the Angel-throng,

Vg^l Unto Thee Thy Children bring,

Jesus, gifts of heart and jbng.

Christ, the Everlajling God,

Christ, of Heaven the End, the Road,

Be Thou ever praijed and blejl,

Saviour, Lord for aye confejl ;

Hail ! to Thee all knees are bent ;

Hail ! mojl wondrous Sacrament.

(Eucfcan'ftic atioratfon.

B|ORD. when at Thy holy Table

Every heart, for Thou art able,

On the wings of prayer and praije

Strengthen, with the Heavenly Food

Of Thy Body and Thy Blood,

All who feeble though they be

Come in faith to feed on Thee.

Where the Bread of Life is broken

Glorious is the holy place ;

Where the Word of Life is jpoken

Sweet Thy reconciled Face :

 

We adore Thy Prejence, raije
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Love and life and faith and prayer

Find their deep renewal there,

All we are or hope to be

There we get, and give to Thee.

Myftery of awful Wonder,

Thou the Mighty God art there,

Clothed not in Thy Robes of thunder,

But in Love jb rich and rare,

That the nearer we approach

And the more by faith we touch,

We the purer Blejjings prove,

Higher Joy and deeper Love.

Awful Prejence, ever filling

As Thou dojl Immenjity,

Yet in all Thy Greatnejs willing

Man's incarnate Life to be :

Oh, the fulnejs of the BHjs

We may know through Love like this ;

Oh, the rich and precious jlore,

Joy vouchsafed us evermore.

ITttia, trifea, 3ieCu.

 

LORY be to Jesus

Who in bitter pains

Poured for me the Life-blood

From His jacred Veins.



Grace and Life eternal

In that Blood I find,

Blejl be His Compajjlon

Infinitely kind.

Blejl through endlejs ages

Be the precious Stream

Which from endlejs torments

Doth the world redeem.

There the fainting Spirit

Drinks of Life her fill ;

There as in a fountain

Laves herjelf at will.

Oh, the Blood of Christ,

It jbothes the Father's Ire,

Opes the gate of Heaven,

Quells eternal fire.

Abel's blood for vengeance

Pleaded to the jkies ;

But the Blood ofJesus

For our pardon cries.

Oft as It is jprinkled

On our guilty hearts,

Satan in confujion

Terror-jlruck departs.

Oft as earth exulting

Wafts Its praife on high,
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Angel Hojls rejoicing

Make their glad reply.

Lift ye then your voices,

Swell the mighty flood,

Louder jlill and louder

Praije the Precious Blood.

 

Per pacem ati 3Lucem.

DO not ajk, O Lord, that life may be

A pleajant road ;

I do not ajk that Thou wouldjl take

from me

Aught of its load ;

I do not ajk that flowers jhould always jpring

Beneath my feet ;

I know too well the poijbn and the jling

Of things too jweet :

For one thing only, Lord, Dear Lord, I plead,

Lead me aright—

Though jlrength jhould falter and though heart

jhould bleed—

Through Peace to Light.

I do not ajk, O Lord, that Thou jhouldjl jhed

Full Radiance here ;

Give but a ray of Peace that I may tread

Without a fear ;

I do not ajk my Crojs to underjland,

My way to jee—

u



Better in darknejs jujl to feel Thy Hand

And follow Thee.

Joy is like rejllejs day ; but Peace Divine

Like quiet night :

Lead me, O Lord—till perfect Day jhall jhine

Through Peace to Light.

Bn'ngt Hem HieiTtt tm %iU'gtfjume.

RING ye to the Lord, ye mighty,

Glory, honour, thanks and praife ;

Bowing low in adoration

Let your hearts jweet Anthems raife

Holy, Holy, ever Holy,

Art Thou, Saviour, Jesus Christ!

Let Thy Blejjing be upon us,

Who for us hajl deigned to die,

On the Crojs Thy Life-BlooD pouring,

Very Lamb of God mojl High :

Holy, Holy, ever Holy,

Art Thou, Saviour, Jesus Christ !

 

feign of tjje »>on of Qfy&n.

 

CROSS, O Crojs of Shame,

In every age the Tame,

Thou Symbol of a jhameful thing,

Meet for a jlave and not a King ;
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Symbol ofjhame and lojs,

Where is thy Grace, O Crojs,

That I jhould bear thee thus with heart and hand,

Where earth's rude Jcorners jland—

Myjelf a laughing-jlock for thee,

A by-word and a mockery ?

0 Crojs, O Crojs of Pain,

Where is to me the gain

That in this bleeding heart of mine

1 nail each bitter nail of thine,

That jlill with every breath

I live a life of death—

A life that is a daily dying jlill,

A death that may not kill ;

But hour by hour and day by day

Feeds on the life it will not jlay ?

0 Crojs, O Crojs of Light,

With Heavenly beauty bright,

1 love and glory in thy jhame,

For He I love has borne the jame.

The world may jcorn and threat

Her idle vengeance yet,

But I will bear thee jlill with heart and hand,

Though men with devils band ;

For He I love is with me Jlill,

And jhame is jweet if His dear Will.

O Crojs, O Crojs ofJoy,

Oh, Sweetnejs without cloy,
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Still wound and pierce my bleeding heart

For honey jlreams from every dart.

O crimjbn, crimjbn Tree,

Still let me cling to thee ;

In thy dear arms repojing day by day

Still let me die alway ;

For He I love is by my jide,

And death is jweet for He has died.

O Crojs, O Crojs of Woe,

When Heaven and earth jhall glow,

When blazing in the eajlern jky

The Son of Man's dread Sign jhall lie,

His Sign no more ofjhame,

His Crojs, a Crojs of flame

To whom the gain, to whom the endlejs lojs,

At that dread Day, O Crojs,

To scorner or to scorned on high ?

The Fire jhall try ... . the Fire jhall try.

 

31eCusS of ^ajarerij pattetfj bp.

j|HOU pajjejl by—Thyawful Step I hear;

Thou pajjejl by—Thy five dread

Wounds I Jee ;

Thou pajjejl by—Thy javing Crojs I

clajp

With penitential tears of agony.

Thou pajjejl by—I will not let Thee go

Until Thy Mercy jlreams into my Soul ;
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I am jin-laden ; lift the burden off,

For Thou alone canjl heal and make me whole.

Renew my Spirit with unswerving faith,

While pondering on the path Thy Saints have

trod ;

With hope and courage nerve this feeble frame

To follow Thee, Thou Ever-prejent God.

Thou pajfejl by—I pray to be illumed

With Grace and Light ; jb jhall the darknejs

flee :

And theje dim eyes, O Thou Ascended Lord,

In rapture recognije and gaze on Thee.

flflifjere pout ^reaCure 10, fym tofll pour

^mt be alCo.

IFT up your hearts !

Unto the Lord we lift,

For every Grace His Love imparts,

For every good and undejerved Gift.

Give God the praife !

Thus is it right and meet ;

Therefore our Hymn of Thanks we raije

As thoje who cajl their crowns before His

Feet.

 

Very meet and right and bounden duty thus our

Thanks to bring.
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At all times and in all places, thus Thy endlejs

Praifes jing,

Holy Father, Lord Almighty, Everlajling God

and King.

Thus with Angels and Archangels, thus with all

the Hojls of Heaven,

Thanks and honour, laud unceajing, to Thy

glorious Name be given ;

Thee, O God, Whoje uncreated Glory filleth

heart and jky,

Thee mojl Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord of Hojls we

magnify—

Glory, never ending Glory, be to Thee, O God

mojl High.

All, all in vain

He jeeks to earth who clings

To jbar aloft in Seraph's jlrain,

Or-jpeed his flight to Heaven on Angel's

wings.

For thy bejl weal

Lay thou not up thy jlore

Where midnight thieves break through and

jleal,

Where moth and rujl the precious Gift

devour.

Let not thy voice

To Heavenly Jong give birth



The while thy carnal heart by choice

Grovels unlifted from the dufl of earth.

But with the tongue

Let loving hearts agree,

Or elfe jing not the Angel's jbng,

Or at His Altar bow th' unwelcome knee.

 

%mn of 'EljankCgttnna;.

jLESSED Jesus, we will praije Thee,

Thee, our own jupremejl Good ;

All we have we offer to Thee,

Riches, jlation, e'en our blood :

Joyful hearts and joyful voices

Hymn Thee, Lord, and own Thy Sway,

Earth redeemed in Thee rejoices

Hour by hour and day by day.

Thou for man Thyfelf didjl offer

Once a Victim on the Rood ;

Now each day Thy Love doth proffer

Thine Own Flesh to be our Food ;

'Neath the Form of Bread, obscurely

Thou, Lord Jesus, will'jl to hide ;

But faith finds Thee, knowing jiirely

Thou with us wilt e'er abide.

Of the Father Sole-Begotten,

What could cauje Thee Love like this ?

Why for us hajl Thou forgotten

Thy Co-equal Throne in blijs ?
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Ah ! 'tis Love has thus o'ercome Thee ;

Thou its force Divine would'jl prove :

AnTwer, Earth ! ye Angels tell me,

Do you know of greater Love ?

Sing then, Brothers ! in Thanksgiving

Ceajelejjly our lives be jpent :

Blejl be Jesus, ever Living

In His wondrous Sacrament :

Jesus patiently endures us,

Praife the jweetnejs of His Name :

We are jinners ; but He heals us

In His Heart's own cleanjing flame.

O my Jesus! long-jbught Treajure,

Come ! and dwell within my heart ;

Make me love Thee without meajure,

Never, never, from me part :

Eaje for me life's weary burthen,

And when death draws nigh then come !

Thou my Saviour, Thou my Guerdon,

Food to cheer me journeying Home.

^tmmelan gefjt unfte 35afjtn

EAVENWARD jlill! our pathway

tends,

Here on earth we are but jlrangers,

Till our road in Canaan ends,

Through this wild bejet with dangers ;
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Here we rove, a pilgrim-band,

Heaven we call our Father-land.

Heavenward Jlill ! my Soul ajcend,

Thou art one of Heaven's creations ;

Earth can ne'er give aim or end

Fit to fill thy ajpirations ;

Oft will Heaven-enlightened mind

Longing turn its Source to find.

Heavenward Jlill ! In Volume blejl

God, throughout its jacred Pages,

Calls me thus, and jpeaks of Rejl,

Rejl with Him through endlefs ages.

While mine ear that Call attends,

Still to Heaven my path ajcends.

Heavenward jlill ! my thoughts arife,

When His fejlal Board invites me ;

Then my Spirit upward flies,

Foretajle then of Heaven delights me :

When on earth this Food has ceajed,

Comes the Lamb's Own Marriage-feajl.

Heavenward jlill ! my Spirit wends,

That fair Land by faith exploring ;

Heavenward jlill ! my heart ajcends,

Sun and moon and jlars out-jbaring :

Their faint rays in vain would try

Once with Light of Heaven to vie.
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Heavenward jlill ! when life jhall cloje,

Death to my true Home jhall guide me ;

There, triumphant o'er my woes,

Lajling BHjs jhall God provide me :

Christ Himfelf the way has led,

Joyful in His Steps I tread.

Still then Heavenward ! Heavenward jlill !

That jhall be my watchword ever ;

Joys of Heaven my heart jhall fill,

Chajing joys that filled it never :

Heavenward jlill my thoughts jhall run

Till the gate of Heaven be won.

&U0 %hb tjertotmtiter, 3eCu mefn.

 

JESU, Pierced for love of me,

How can this poor heart grateful be ?

Would that my burning love might be

Even as is Thy Love to me :

Now on a wondrous wife dojl Thou

Thy very Self on me bejlow :

Love bids Thee jloop to be jb low—

But who that depth of Love can know ?

Oh, come to me, Dear Lord, I pray

And let Thy Love my Spirit jlay :

Behold, it longeth jbre for Thee,

I would it might more worthy be.
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To forejl jlreams the Hart doth hie

When he for thirfl is fain to die ;

And jb my Soul doth pant for Thee,

0 Jesu, Jesu, come to me.

1 cannot love Thee as I would,

Yet pardon me, O Highejl Good ;

My life and all I call mine own

I lay before Thine Altar-Throne :

And if a thoujand lives were mine,

O Sweetejl Lord, they jhould be Thine ;

And jcanty would the offering be,

So richly hajl Thou loved me.

 

angelic ^pmn.

[jVERMORE their lauds the Angel hojls

are jinging,

Honour, Praije and Glory to the

Three in One ;

Wherefore jhould not we too our lowly jervice

bringing,

Swell that mighty chorus ever here beneath the

sun?

Saviour, Thou hajl told us, wherejbe'er ajJemble

Two or three to praije Thee, there Thou art

jurely nigh,

There too are Thine Angels : jb let the haughty

tremble,

For thoje mighty Spirits fold their jhow white

wings and cry—
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Lowly, lowly bending in deepejl adoration—

Holy, Holy, Holy, God of Hojls, they jing :

With their glorious voices they jwell our faint

Oblation ;

Round us jlill they hover when our Sacrifice we

bring.

Into all the glories of our Rites mojl holy,

Sacrificial wonders, Angels deign to look :

Christ hath died for mortals in Jelf-devotion lowly :

Thence do Angels wait on man, jb jaith the

Sacred Book.

How can we be worthy, we weak and erring

creatures,

Of jiich potent BleJJings, Angels to befriend ?

Something grant us, Saviour, of thoje Angel-

natures,

Love for Thee as boundlejs, Love to jerve Thee

without end.

(Buttate zt Uttiete.

jH me ! who am of jinful lips,

Nurjed in a jhadowy, dark edipje,

Too long behind the dreary cloud

Of ignorance wrapt, and jbrrow's

jhroud ;

Ah me ! and who am I to tell

What Life, what Love, and Sweetnejs well
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With overflowing jlreams, from Thee,

My Lord and God.—Ah me ! Ah me !

And who am I, that I jhould trace

With feeble pen Thine inward Grace ;

Tell of that Manna wondrous jweet,

That hidden Bread for Angels meet,

When none may know its depth of Love,

Save thoje who do its Riches prove,

When learning is but idle hire,

And burning words of living fire.

Ah ! not to highejl grajp of thought,

To eloquence and learning nought,

The holy light of Love is given

And jcience of the things of Heaven ;

Not to the high and lordly proud

'Tis given to pierce the covering jhroud,

And aye as theje more high ajpire

Droops down and jmoulders Heavenly Fire.

But they who come and childlike jeek,

With lowly juit and conjcience meek,

For jhelter 'neath the Holy Crojs,

Holding all other harbour lojs,

Shall in that blejjed pale where dew

Of Verity falls ever new,

Drink of the Catholic Fount, and know

What hidden tajle lies hid below.
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The Spirit and the Bride jay—Come !

And echoing hearts cry—Hajlen Home !

No more in idle ignorance

Inhale each breath the jinful trance,

But bid rejblve to faith allied

Spring from within, jit by thy jide,

And then how gladly jhall ye run,

When once thou hajl thy courje begun.

All things corporeal or void,

Hated mayhap or once enjoyed,

Change as ye run ; joy underjlood

Is now received with gratitude ;

Ills that ye fled, tranfmuted, bring

New Love upon their healing wing ;

Yea, Death is but a pajjing jlrife

To enter by the gates of Life.

O ye who live within the pale

Of God's One Church, and at the rail

Receive the blijsful Gift of Love,

That holy bond of Union prove :

Pauje as ye kneel, and lingering jlay

With loving, longing, new delay,

In memory of Him who rejls

In jpecial Prejence in your breajte.

Kneel on, and raije your hearts on high

With upward intercejjional cry,

For thoje who wander in a dream,

Who may in ignorance blajpheme,



flange, felon, muta tjocem. 303

That theje may roufe them from their jleep,

And learn ere long how jweetly deep,

The hidden Love they may inherit,

Echoing the Bride and Holy Spirit.

 

flange, fetott, muta tjoccm.

|ION ! mourn, thy voice jubduing,

Turn to lamentation, viewing

All men's wild and fearful rage ;

Loving greatly, greatly wailing,

Praife thy God, though jin prevailing

Lively hate in thee engage.

Joy in God now well thou leavejl,

Nor that jacred Food receivejl

Which makes life to live indeed :

He with jlripes again is goaded,

And with deep reproaches loaded

Who to jave us came to bleed.

Oh, how vile was the commijjion,

How abhorred the repetition

Of the Crojs, that deed of jhame :

His Dijciples bajely flying ;

Priejl and people loudly crying,

For the death of God exclaim.

What the Love of God hath lent us,

And for our Salvation Jent us
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Into judgment here is turned ;

Here the Holy is profaned

Here the Word of Truth dijdained,

With contempt the Good is jpurned.

He, the Lamb, Heaven's Adoration,

In the Altar's pure Oblation

Can but low ejleem jecure ;

Light to Heaven here darkly hidden,

Praifed above here rudely bidden

Contradiction to endure.

Who in Heaven with jubilation,

Here in bitter indignation

Stand, the MeJJengers of light :

Howl, ye foes of God ! and tremble,

Nor your dread of Him dijjemble,

Sinners ! when He comes in Might.

Sheep and goats of diverje jpirits

Find Him tempered to their merits,

Due Rewards to each He deals ;

Christ, Himjelf the Viciim giving,

Is the Judge of all men living,

And e'en now their jentence Jeals.

Doth this jpeech your dread awaken

Thundered forth by faith unjhaken ?

Hear a Speech more jlern and dread—

With Me ye jhall enter never,

Nor My Banquet tajle for ever—

Thus th' unchanging King hath jaid.
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Still He looks 'mid Guejls reclining,

'Mid jb many vejlures jhining,

If a Guejl unrobed be found :

Oh, what weight of chains jhall bind him,

What a mijl of darknejs blind him,

Given up to torments bound.

Many jhall in Hell awaken

By the jleep of death o'ertaken,

Guilty of the Flesh of Christ.

Whither are ye blindly going ?

Now the Vine is Life bejlowing,

Why are ye to death enticed ?

Lord, to whom jhall we retiring

Go from Thee, his face dejiring,

There with better hopes enquiring—

Thou the Truth, the Life, the Way ?

Lo ! we jland in terror juing,

And our jlubborn Souls jubduing,

Praije and jbrrow both renewing,

Projlrate hearts before Thee lay.

Thy Rebuke on us is turned

When Thou with contempt art jpurned,

And with wrath our hearts are burned

When Thy foes are thus profane.

Gentle Lamb, Propitiation

For the jinful world's Salvation,

Mourn we Thine Humiliation ;

Thou their wickednejs rejlrain.

x
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Stop the mouth that Thee blajphemeth,

Heal the mind that faljely deetneth,

Stay the hand that vile ejleemeth,

Turn from love that only jeemeth,

Make Thy Fear on all to jeize.

While we view this profanation

What can check our lamentation ?

Lo ! ourjelves are Thy Oblation ;

Sighs and tears, our ajpiration,

Grant us which Thyfelf may pleaje.

 

Brofeen atili (Unbroken 25otip.

ROKEN in the mortal jlrife,

Broken at the Fount of life,

Earthen Pitcher, Golden Bowl,

Wajh me, cleanje me, make me whole.

All too faint, too feebly flow,

Hands and Feet and bleeding Brow ;

Broken Heart, give all Thy Flood,

Welling Water, welling Blood,

Drained of Water, full of Light,

Broken in the battle's night :

Earthen Vejjel, to the brim

Full of Treajure, full of Him !

Bread of Life, to parted Guejl,

Parted only when He BleJjed ;

Parted, in partition One,

Broken Flesh, Unbroken Bone.
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Parted as His Robe was jhred,

Like the Coat unbroken Bread ;

Rent without that each may win,

Undivided, One within.

Parted only while we eat,

Parted not when now we meet

One in Him, when all adore,

Men and Angels evermore.

 

<W$z Completion of tije feacn'ffce.

|T is flnijhed—Jesus jaid,

Bowing on the Crojs His Head.

It is finijhed—He jays now

When the Voice comes jbft and low :

Lo ! the Victim's Flesh and Blood—

Eat and drink with gratitude.

But if any would have part

They mujl jbrrow with That Heart ;

Then, if Jesus thus be given,

They mujl render back to Heaven

Holy thanks of heart and will,

Elje it is unfinijhed jIM.

Were it from my heart alone

Praife ajcended to Thy Throne,

Were there not within its jhrine

More than earthly Bread and Wine,

Then, O then, it could not blejs

Save by owning thanklejjnejs.



But there entered this jweet hour

To my heart heart-changing Power ;

Now that inner Aid I claim,

All within me, praije God's Name ;

Thou didfl teach Thine Own to pray,

Teach me now to praije and jay—

Wake, my glory ; wake, jweet jlring ;

I myjelf will wake and jing ;

Lo ! my heart forgets its care,

For my Love hath entered there,

And its only thought is this—

He is mine, and I am His.

What the Fathers longed to jee,

And the Prophets' company,

What the holy Kings long dead

Their true Crown had reckoned,

The mojl holy Bread of Heaven,

This to me is freely given.

What the people on the jhore

Prayed might feed them evermore,

What the woman by the well

Ajked, that jhe might thirjllejs dwell,

This is rendered to our need,

Meat indeed and Drink indeed.

Who jhall meajiire out Its price ?

Who for It make jacrifke ?

Gold or rubies gauge It never,

All from all for It may Jever,
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And though nought to yield remain

Infinite would be their gain.

Therefore with all Hojls on high,

Alleluia ! rapt I cry ;

Praife to Him Who from the Highejl

Hath to lowly Souls come nighejl ;

Sing of Him till time is o'er,

Alleluia! evermore.

 



PART VI.

^ffcellaneous i^gmns.

EUCHARISTIC HTMNS ANCIENT

AND MODERN.

feurCum Cortia.

SINFUL Man, O Lord, am I.

I bid thee not depart.

If Thou forfake me, Lord, I die.

Lift up thine heart ! Lift up

thine heart !

Thou art jb near, yet I fo blind ;

I jb forgetful, Thou jb kind :

O God, how can'jl Thou think of me ?

I pity thee : I pity thee.

Dark bygone years around me frown,

In drear dejpair my Soul jinks down ;

How dare I meet Thy pleading Eye ?

Thou jhalt not die : thou jhalt not die.
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Jesu, I am jb full of jhame,

That Thou hajl not one word of blame ;

Can I not for Thee juffer lojs ?

Take up thy Crojs : take up thy Crojs.

O be not angry ! may I jpeak ?

Thou art jb Mighty, I jb weak ;

My God, what may I give to Thee ?

Thine heart to Me : thine heart to Me.

Yet once again ; for Thou art kind :

Strange doubts jweep jlormy o'er my mind ;

No Glory round Thy Food Divine ?

Who Jeeks a jign ? Who Jeeks a jign ?

O be not angry ! if I do

As Thou dojl bid, O God mojl True,

What time wilt let me jpend with Thee ?

Eternity : Eternity.

Lord, I chooje Thee, now, for ever ;

Me from Thee no Death jhall fever ;

How canjl Thou love a jlave like me ?

Come jup with Me : come jup with Me.

Sad Heart, opprejl by jin and care,

Soar thou from earth to purer air :

Know'jl not in yonder Bread and Wine

Thy God and mine, thy God and mine ?
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| HRISTIAN,when thine anxious jpirit

Is by lonely hours opprejl,

Yearning o'er the loved and abjent

In jblicitous unrejl,

Think of him that lay at jupper

Folded to his Saviour's Breajl.

Let not thought alone juffice thee ;

Steep thy Soul in fuller light,

Where the jplendours of God's Mercy

Beam like Altar-candles bright,

Where our Lord renews the Wonders

Of His EucharijHc night.

Where the Church's pure Oblations

On the Linen white are laid,

Worjhip thou the Word Incarnate,

Hid from Jenfe, to faith difplayed,

Him, the Holiejl of all Holies,

Him, thy very prejent Aid.

Brother Mine—His Voice is calling—

Lo ! I come for love of thee,

I That plead before the Father

All I juffered on the Tree ;

Give thy jecret to My keeping,

Ajk whate'er thou wilt from Me.



He jhall make thy full heart anfwer,

Not for thy poor jingle need—

Lamb of God, and Life eternal,

While on Thee I come to feed,

For the dear ones that Thou gavejl

Let this Offering intercede.

So, a Prince with God prevailing,

Thou jhalt hold up Christ His Son,

Bid Him look on His Anointed

Through the work on Calvary done ;

Till for all whoje weal thou jeekejl

Fulnejs of His Grace be won.

Rije ! the Priejl has left the Altar ;

Thou hajl wrought a work to-day,

Thanks to Him Whqfe Love tranfcendeth

All that thou canjl think or pray,

Whom to trujl is life's true jimjhine,

Whom to love is blijs for aye.

fealtoe, fe>anffufe fealfcatorisf.

AIL ! Blood of Christ, the Saviour,

Unto Whom, both night and day,

Still prejent to the vijion

Of my inmojl heart, I pray.

Hail ! Sacred Blood, which truly

Camed'jl forth from out the Side

OfJesus the Anointed,

In abundant Stream jupplied.
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Hail ! Who by Thee hath wajhed us,

The Victim Who hath jlood

Upon the Crojs in agony

Forth jhedding Streams of Blood ;

Hail ! Who to cruel jcourging

His Mangled Body gave,

God for man outpouring

From His Side the healing Wave.

Hail ! Thou that to the whole earth

Art Safety, Health and Aid,

That art for man's Redemption

The Price his Saviour paid.

Hail ! Thou, that preordained

Life's jujlenance to be,

Our Enemy's dejlruction,

Hajl from Satan jet us free.

Hail ! Precious Blood, our Remedy

To heal the wounds ofjin,

By the Chalice made partakers

Of the javing Health therein.

Hail ! for jin-tormented

To many a weary Soul,

Thou art the Confolation

That relieves and makes it whole.

Hail ! Fount of Mercy, jpringing

Forth from God for evermore ;

Although a guilty jinner

Grace and Pardon I implore,
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That pure I may continue

By Thee made clean again,

And renewed, O Gracious Saviour,

Dwell alone in Thee. Amen.

13j0 Cup ot ILo6e.

 

MY Saviour, from Thy bleeding

Fount of woes

Thy Cup of Love o'erflows :

Not to me only theje Thy Dews

Which Life and Health diffuje,

But unto mine in dijlance found

May the blejl Tide abound

Whichcreeps to roots ofdejert flowers half-dead ;

Woke by the touch they live, and bow the thank

ful head.

Her? zxttllmt tijfaffg are fpofeeti of Hfyz.

 

j|ANY the voices, yet but one the theme :

Weak though the injlruments, the lips

are fain

That mingle here of loving verfe the

Jlream

For thee, mojl Holy Feajl ; and raife a jlrain

Of laud and threne, hymn, prayer, and triumph

blent,

To Thee, Food, Sacrifice, Type, Sacrament.
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As the fair Dove, that walking in the jim

To each beholder jhows with jeveral jheen ;

All jilvery white her feathers are to one,

Which to another azure glance or green ;

To a fourth purple ; but to all are bright,

Cheering the eyes with many-coloured light ;

So does the Sacred Feajl itfelf approve

In ajpects multitudinous ; yet all

Are emanations from the Fount of Love ;

And to one goal by many ways recall

The pilgrims' hearts that in the dejert jlray,

Hungering and thirjling on their weary way.

Somewith Faith's eagle eye pierce throughthe veil,

And jee the Myjlery in vijion clear :

Some with obfcurer jight the BleJjing hail,

And count the Promije, though more dim, as

dear :

Some trembling jlretch a hand bedewed with tears,

Some on Love's wings diJdain all doubting fears.

One brings his lacrymal for conjcious jin ;

Another lights the incenfe of glad praije ;

This trims his lamp, and comes more oil to win ;

That fans the embers their flrjl flame to raije :

Martha Jeeks help to work with pious care,

And Mary breaks her box of jpikenard rare.

But all jpeak well of Thee, thou Holy Feajl !

All do Thee honour in their varied kind :
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As in an Organ, greatejl pipes and leajl

Mingle in one full Jea of jong combined,

So Saint and Penitent, jb young and old,

In Thee jupplies for all they need behold.

All do Thee honour who Thy Feajl attend :

One Jees an Altar ; one a Banquet jpread :

And Thou art All to all ; jince Christ doth bend

From Heaven, to be to all their Manna-bread.

Then join we in this highejl Act of Prayer :

All that Christ meant let each difcover there !

 

Ufa autograph

1EHOLD this Book ! Its Giver did

engage

That I jhould read it throughly, page

by page,

For He therein had writ

A jlrangely marvellous hijlory,

Part clearnejs and part myjlery,

As to Him jeemed fit.

I took the Gift : but Jcarce mine eyes were Jet

Upon the tale, than they with tears were wet ;

Said I—This grief is mine.

I turned the leaf ; jlraightway a gleam ofjoy

Dijperjed the jhadow of the pajl annoy ;

Methought—My jun doth jhine.
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I read, and read ; nor yet the jpell did break :

At lajl, perplexed, to my Friend I jpake—

This Book tells all of me ;

But Thou its Author art, and I would claim

That Thou jhould'jl add thereto Thy written

Name

That it may tell of Thee.

To which He jadly—'Tis My frequent tajk

To tell Mine Own they know not what they ajk.

Then with a crimjbn jlain

He jigned a Crojs above, a Name below,

The jight whereof jb filled my heart with woe

I dared not look again.

I prayed Him cloje the Book. Nay—jaith my

Friend—

This pain is thy beginning, not thine end ;

Thou wilt be wijer jbon :

My Crojs in all its beauty thou jhalt jee,

Beyond all elje this Sign jhall be to thee

My greatejl, highejl Boon.

Yea, even jb. My darknejs may be light,

Or all my jiinjhine fade in jaddejl night ;

For I am reading jlill,

Yet oft returning to that title page,

One view whereof doth all my grief ajfuage,

And all my joy fulfil.

That Book, it is my life ; that Crojs, the jign

That I am my Dear Lord's, and He is mine.



3i9

 

Invocation of rtje 3£oty (EfjofiL

LADDENING Light, all glorious Fire

Of the Everlajting Sire,

Jesu Christ, Thou BleJJed Son

Of the Heavenly Holy One :

At all jeajbns, through all time

Worthy art Thou to be jung

With the Tweet according chime

Of full many an hallowed tongue :

Son of God, Who Life dojl give

Whereby all the world doth live,

Thee the world doth praije and blejs

Glorious in Thy Holinejs ;

Send we pray the Spirit down

With His Grace our Gifts to crown

Evermore our Light to be,

Light to lead us unto Thee.

2Dclettate in 2Domme.

 

|ES, Lord, I will delight in Thee in

every mood of mind,

My Soul jhall linger near Thee, for

Thy Prejence only jigh,

Whether Thou lead to Calvary all human hope

rejigned,

Or bid it tremble in thejoy Saints feel when Thou

art nigh.
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My Soul jhall jlill delight in Thee, in Thine jhall

make its life,

Shall fix on Thee its hopes and fears, no other

love jhall own,

Walk jlep by jlep bejide Thee, though it follow

to the jlrife

Where Peter's courage failed him, and he dared

his Lord dijbwn.

My Soul jhall jlill delight in Thee, jhall Jeek Thy

Manger low,

Where Thou, earth's choicejl Flower, on earth's

rudejl couch vvajl laid,

Shall lijten to the Angels' Jong, watch Joseph's

bended brow,

And muje upon the Strength Divine that Mary's

Heart upjlayed.

My Soul jhall jlill delight in Thee, jhall watch

Thy Childhood's home,

And when at lajl Thou leave it to do battle with

the grave,
Shall love to linger near Thee, though in the

deepening gloom

It cannot fee—albeit it knows—Thine Hand out-

Jlretched to Jave.

My Soul Jhall jlill delight in Thee, when on the

Crojs reclined

The Chalice that Thy Lip hath blejl is onward

pajl to mine,
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Shall more and more delight in Thee when pain

and jbrrow bind,

As Joy's weak bonds had never done, my inmojl

life to Thine.

My Soul jhall jlill delight in Thee when the Iajl

hour draws near—

Then, Lord, and more than ever then jhall lijlen

for Thy Voice,

In patient hope jhall wait on Thee, and cajling

out all fear,

E'en in the blinding grajp of Death jhall clajp

Thee and rejoice.

Site, 3IeCu Chn'fte.

 

AIL! Jesu Christ, the Father's

Word,the jlainlejs Virgin's Son,

Thou Lamb of God, Thou Saviour

Dear, Oblation pure and One,

True Flesh, and Fount whence BlejJings come.

Hail ! Jesu Christ, the Angels' praije, the Glory

of the Blejl,

Vijion of Peace, as Godhead True and PerfeS

Man confejl,

Flower and Fruit of Virgin Womb.

Hail ! Jesu Christ, the Father's Light, Thou

Prince of happy Peace,

Y
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Gate of the Heavens, Living Bread, That givejl

faith's increaje,

Child of a Maiden, Shrine of Deity.

Hail ! Jesu Christ, the Heaven's Day, the Ran-

jbm of mankind,

Joy of the heart, the Angels' Bread, and Gladnej*s

to the mind,

Thou King and Bridegroom of virginity.

Hail! Jesu Christ, jlraight Way, full Truth,

our Prize and highejl Love,

Thou Source of rapture, Sweetnejs, Peace, and

endlejs Rejl above.

Eternal Life, Thy Name be aye adored,

O Jesu Christ, Who art both God and Lord.

Spiritual Communfon.

 
|ORD, I cannot Jeek Thee

At Thy Altar-Throne,

Yet may I receive Thee

Friendlejs and alone.

Thou Who in the Garden

All alone didjl pray,

Look upon Thy Servant,

Vijit me this day.

Where before the Altar

Crowds adoring kneel,



feptritual Communfon.

There in very Ejjence

Thou dqjl come to heal.

Far from Priejl and Altar,

Christ, to Thee I cry,

Come to me in Spirit,

Let me feel Thee nigh.

In my jilent worjhip

Let me jhare the Feajl ;

Be Thy Love the Altar,.

Be Thyjelf the Priejl.

For that dread Reception

Let Thy Grace be mine ;

Give me true contrition,

Give me faith Divine.

Though the Words of Pardon

Now I may not hear,

Yet Thine Absolution

Lightens all my fear.

Knit me in Communion

With thoje Spirits blejl,

Whom Thy Body jlrengthens

In the Land of Rejl.

Thus would I receive Thee

Friendlejs and alone ;

But I long to hail Thee

At Thine Altar-Throne.
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pSS-SlRIGHT the vijion that delighted

KfL Once the fight of Judah's Seer,

t>|^ Sweet the countlejs tongues united

To entrance the Prophet's ear.

Round the Lord in Glory Jeated,

Cherubim and Seraphim

Filled His Temple, and repeated

Each to each th' alternate Hymn—

Lord, Thy Glory fills the Heaven,

Earth is with its fulnejs jlored ;

Unto Thee be Glory given,

Holy, Holy, Holy Lord.

Heaven is jlill with Glory ringing,

Earth takes up the Angels' cry—

Holy, Holy, Holy, jinging,

Lord of Hojls, the Lord mojl High.

Ever thus in God's high praifes,

Brethren, let our tongues unite ;

Chief the heart when duty raijes

GoD-ward at His myjlic Rite :

With His Seraph train before Him,

With His holy Church below,

Thus conjpire we to adore Him,

Bid we thus our Anthem flow.

Lord, Thy Glory fills the Heaven,

Earth is with its fulnejs jlored ;
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Unto Thee be Glory given,

Holy, Holy, Holy Lord.

Thus Thy glorious Name confejjing,

We adopt Thy Angels' cry—

Holy, Holy, Holy, blejjing

Thee the Lord of Hojls mojl high.

AY ! touch Me not—what mean these

As cold and chilly on the Magdalene's

ear,

As biting frojl which comes in early jpring

And nips the buds and flowers as they appear :

Cold words that well might chill the loving Soul

Thatjcarcely could at firjl its new-bornjoycontroul ?

Nay ! touch Me not—what mean theje Words ?

for jhe

At Simon's jupper erjl her Lord did greet,

And heedlejs of men's taunts and scorn did wajh

With flood of bitter tears His blejjed Feet ;

She wajhed, jhe wiped them with her hair, and won

Cleanfing and pardon for the jinful act jhe'd done.

Nay ! touch Me not—what mean theje Words ?

for jhe

The precious alabajler box did break ;

'Eourfj Qftz not.

 

Words that fall
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The jick the Good Phyjician did anoint

That jhe from Him rich largejfes might take,

And type of myjlic teaching e'er afford

When for His Burial jhe anointed Christ the

Lord.

Nay ! touch Me not—what mean theje Words ?

for jhe

When men's hearts failed was true and faithful

found ;

And loving much, the jinner much forgiven

Stood near when to the Crojs her Lord was

bound ;

And now for love of Him at early morn,

Unto the Sepulchre frejh Jpices jhe had borne.

What mean theje Words? no mortal e'er can

jbund

The depth of tenderness which they d ifplay ;

Not cold but full of Love, for oh ! methinks

Jesus to wondering Mary jeems to say—

As Guerdon of the love which thou dojl feel,

To thee the firjl of all I will new Truth reveal :

No longer now with earthly touch draw nigh ;

No longer now cling thou round My Feet,

As if thou wouldjl Me as Rabboni know,

And only as the Son of Mary greet ;

A holier touch hereafter jhall be thine

When thou jhalt know thy Lord by Sacramental

Sign.
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When to My Father I ajcend on High

And jit in Glory on My Heavenly Throne,

Then thou jhalt deeper Myjleries dijcern,

And Me, as Equal to the Father, own :

And thou jhalt touch by living hand of faith

Me, God and Man, Who purchased Life by

jufiering Death.

£D 2Du, 2Den mefne feeele Utiu

THOU, my loving thought's Employ,

My heart's abiding place,

Who giv'jl me Life and Peace and Joy,

And crownejl me with Grace :

There is none other, Lord, as Thou,

For Thou art all to me ;

No rejl can this poor heart allow,

Until it rejl in Thee :

Till Thou, Blejl Lord, Thyfelf bejlow

In fulnejs, as Thou art ;

Till of that Love Thy loved ones know

Thou have ajjured my heart.

Therefore dojl Thou our Souls invite

To where Thy Board is jpread,

And giv'jl, as on that solemn Night,

Thyfelf in Wine and Bread.
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There sought I Thee with jpirit weak,

Rejoicing now and jbund ;

For where Thy good Word bade me jeek,

There jiirely Thee I found :

Yes, Thee, my loving thought's Employ,

My heart's abiding place,

Who giv'jl me Life and Peace and Joy,

And crownejl me with Grace.
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OW let the Bride awake,

The Spirit's echo be,

And welcome all who thirjl to take

The Living Waters free.

Ruler and Scribe and Priejl,

Jerujalem at large,

Were firfl invited to the Feajl

Provided without charge.

But, jince they fcorned to come,

He Who the Table jpread

Hath bid His Servants fill the room

With Gentile poor injlead.

Come ! naked, blind and halt ;

Come ! hungry and athirjl :

The Lowly God will here exalt ;

Here may the lajl be firjl.
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He comes ! the Royal Heir,

To jeek and jave the lojl :

His is a Banquet all may Jhare,

Though pricelejs, free of cojl.

<&ty faithful foul'sf approach

 

COME, O Father Kind ;

I trujl Thy patient Love,

Nor doubt jhall longer vex my mind,

Nor fear my heart jhall move :

Enough to know Thy boundlejs Grace

A jinner calls to jeek Thy Face.

I come, Almighty King ;

Thy Mercy's gentle call

So jweetly draws my Soul to bring

The tribute of its all :

Enough to know Thou lovejl bejl

The large dejire of lowly breajt.

I come, O Saviour Dear;

I come, by Sin opprejjed

To Thee Who will the guilty clear

And give the weary Rejl :

Enough to know that Thou hajl died

To jlay at once my fear and pride.

I come, O Christ, my Lord ;

I cry for Living Bread
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Found but in Thee, the Living Word,

Which all Thy Saints has fed :

Enough to know who eateth Thee

In everlajling Life jhall be.

&n 3|ntrott for tfje (Eptpfjanp.

HEN Christ, the Lord, to earth

came down

He jet a glittering Star on high,

A jewel from His Kingly Crown

Dropped on His pajjage through the jky :

And o'er the Babe's poor Home it jhone,

A Sentry there in gleaming drejs

That Heaven its glorious King might own,

While earth received His Lowlinejs :

And Faith brought Sages from afar,

And Faith their Kingly Offerings poured,

And Faith revealed where jlood the Star,

The Prejence of the Christ, the Lord.

When Christ, the Lord, would victory win

The bitter Crojs its arms outflung,

And there to conquer Death and Sin

Outjlretched in pain and jhame He hung :

And there men Jcorned the Blood He jhed,

And there men mocked His Pain and Shame,

And yet a Crown was on His Head,

And on the Crojs the Kingly Name :
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And jbme their Love with reverence brought,

And jbme in Love His Shame adored,

And Love, Love's deepejl myjlery taught

The Prejence of the Christ, the Lord.

When Christ, the Lord, would mount His

Throne,

And in His Father's Glory reign,

He left a BleJjing for His Own,

A Prejence that jhould jlill remain :

He brake the Bread, He blejjed the Wine,

He jaid—My Blood, My Body jee—

Earth's lowliejl Food He took for jign

Of Heaven's mojl Holy Myjlery.

O Star, O Crojs, O Myjlery blejl,

O Grace in lowliejl vejjels jlored,

O Faith, O Love, bring us our rejl,

The Prejence of the Christ, the Lord.

3[am 3Lefffsf umbra claulu'tur.

j'EN now the legal jhadows fade,

And now a newborn Light difplayed,

While every natural Jtar declines,

Upon a world in twilight jhines.

Then, Christ our King, with loving care

Thou didjl Thy Supper-feajl prepare,

And make the myjlic Pajch to be

Our Feajl of Immortality.
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O Thou Whom Judas did reject,

Receive the prayers of Thine Elect ;

Oh, lighten us this very night,

Wajh us, and guide our hearts aright.

Oh, let Thy everfweet Defire

Set all our inmojl hearts on fire ;

Let faith prepare and labour fit

Thy chojen Ones with Thee to jit,

That jb we may when called by Grace,

When each is jiimmoned to his place,

Drink from Thy Cup the Blood Divine

Till nature yield and jenfe decline.
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^HROUGH the long hidden years Thou

hajl jbught me,

A Child of expectance and tears ;

Through the twilight of jlars Thou

hajl brought me,

Through doubting and manifold fears.

True, the bright Pajchal moon jhone out clearly,

And Songs of the Feajl filled the air,

But the Temple the ancients loved dearly,

Ah, jbmething was jlill wanting there.

All its types and dim jhadows but lead me

Where now, at Thy pure Altar-throne,

With Thyjelf, Bread of Life, Thou dojl feed me,

And makejl me One with Thy Own.
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O the beautiful jlars are all paling,

The bright Paschal moon jails away,

All the types and dim jhadows are failing

At break of this wonderful Day.

SLmma mta, clje fat ?

Y Soul, what dojl thou ? Anjwer me—

Love God who loves thee well—

Love only does He ajk of thee,

Canjl thou His Love repel ?

See, how on earth for love of thee,

In lowly Form of Bread,

The Sovereign Good and Majejty

His Dwelling-place has made.

He bids thee now His Friendjhip prove,

And at His Table eat ;

To jhare the Bread of Life and Love,

His own True Flesh thy Meat.

What other Gifts jb great, jb high,

Could God Himjelf impart ?

Could Love Divine do more to buy

The love of thy poor heart ?

Though once in agonies of pain

Upon the Crojs He died,

A Love jb great not even then

Was wholly jatisfied :
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Not till the hour when He had found

The jweet myjlerious way

To join His Heart in clojejl bond

To thy poor heart of clay.

How, then, amid juch ardent flame,

My Soul, dojl thou not burn ?

Canft thou refufe, for very jhame,

A loving heart's return ?

Then yield thy heart, at length, to love

That God of Charity,

Who gives His very Self to prove

The Love He bears to thee.

<W$z jfn'enn of dje jFnenDleCsf.

 

HE Sheep renounced its happy fold

Defencelejs pines with want and cold,

And longs to jcape from rude alarms

Back to the tender Shepherd's arms :

Where jhall the wandering Spirit flee ?

Friend of the friendlejs ! Lord, to Thee.

The Dove transfixed her jhowy breajl

With fluttering pinion jeeks her nejl ;

The wounded Hart with bleeding feet

Turns to his dear embowered retreat :

Where jhall the bruijed Spirit flee ?

Friend of the friendlejs ! Lord, to Thee.
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The wayward Youth with pride elate

Runs from his loving Parent's gate,

But jlruck by mijery's ruthlejs blajl

Returns to die at home at lajl :

Where jhall the houfelejs Spirit flee ?

Friend of the friendlejs ! Lord, to Thee.

We too have loved from Thee to part,

And Father, grieved Thy yearning Heart ;

But we are fick, and well we know

No heart like Thine for us will glow :

Where jhall our dying Spirits flee ?

Friend of the friendlejs ! Lord, to Thee.

fe»ef Hob una (Efjr tient nocfjften (But.

|ING praije to God Who reigns above,

The God of all Creation,

The God of Power, the God of Love,

The God of our Salvation ;

With healing Balm my Soul He fills,

And every faithlejs murmur jlills ;

To God all Praije and Glory !

The Angel-hojl, O King of kings,

Thy Praije for ever telling,

In earth and jky all living things

Beneath Thy Shadow dwelling,

Adore the Wijdom which could jpan,

And Power which formed Creation's plan ;

To God all Praije and Glory !
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What God's Almighty Power hath made

His gracious Mercy keepeth ;

By morning glow or evening jhade

His watchful Eye ne'er jleepeth :

Within the Kingdom of His Might,

Lo ! all is jujl, and all is right :

To God all Praije and Glory !

I cried to God in my dijlrejs—

In Mercy hear my calling ;

My Saviour jaw my helplejjhejs,

And kept my feet from falling ;

For this, Lord, thanks and praije to Thee !

Praije God, I jay, praije God with me ;

To God all Praije and Glory !

The Lord is never far away,

But, through all grief dijlrejjing,

An ever-prejent Help and Stay,

Our Peace, and Joy, and BleJjing.

As with a Mother's tender hand

He leads His Own, His chojen Band ;

To God all Praije and Glory !

When every earthly hope has flown

From jbrrow's jbns and daughters,

Our Father from His Heavenly Throne

Beholds the troubled waters ;

And at His Word the jlorm is jlayed,

Which made His Children's hearts afraid ;

To God all Praije and Glory !
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Thus all my gladfome way along,

I jing aloud Thy Praijes,

That men may hear the grateful jbng

My voice unwearied raij~es :

Be joyful in the Lord, my heart !

Both Soul and body bear your part ;

To God all Praije and Glory !

O ye who bear Christ's holy Name,

Give God all Praije and Glory !

All ye who own His Power, proclaim

Aloud the wondrous jlory :

Cajl each falfe idol from His Throne,

The Lord is God, and He alone ;

To God all Praije and Glory !

 

ConCecratfon.

j|HE Confecrating Words are jaid,

And broken is that hallowed Bread ;

Now kneeling at thy Saviour's Feet,

Arije, my Soul, arije and eat.

And now flows forth a jacred Flood,

The Dying Saviour's Cleanjing Blood ;

Draw near with faith—oh, wherefore jhrink ?

Arije, my Soul, arije and drink.

'Tis a Remembrance jweet and fair—

'Tis more, for Christ Himjelf is there ;

My Body and My Blood—He jaid,

And blejl the Cup, and brake the Bread.
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How this can be man cannot tell,

It is a daily Miracle ;

We ajk not, doubt not, nor explain ;

He jaid it Who jaid nought in vain.

That jacred Bread, that jacred Wine,

Are nothing lejs than Life Divine :

Yet jince by faith we this believe,

Who but the faithful may receive ?

Then let my famijhed Soul be fed

By Thee, Thou everliving Bread !

And with this blejl, All-quickening Wine,

Refrejh me, true and precious Vine !

 

flDur 2Dailp Breau, tlje 25reati of life.

KING of earth and air and jea,

The hungry ravens cry to Thee ;

To Thee the Jcaly tribes that jweep

The bosom of the boundlejs deep ;

To Thee the lions roaring call,

The common Father, kind to all :

Then grant Thy Servants, Lord, we pray,

Our Daily Bread from day to day.

The fijhes may for food complain ;

The ravens jpread their wings in vain ;

The roaring lions lack and pine ;

But, God ! Thou carejl Jlill for Thine :

Thy bounteous hand with food can blejs

The bleak and lonely wildernejs ;
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And Thou hajl taught us, Lord, to pray

For Daily Bread from day to day.

And oh, when through the wilds we roam

That part us from our Heavenly home,

When lojl in danger, want, and woe

Our faithlejs tears begin to flow,

Do Thou Thy gracious Comfort give,

By which alone the Soul may live ;

And grant Thy Servants, Lord, we pray,

The Bread of Life from day to day.

 

St^fflC art

|S in Myftic Ark was jlored

Threefold witnejs of the Lord,

Rod—that Aaron's Priejlhood jealed,

Law—on Sinai's Mount revealed,

Manna—Ijrael that jujlained

Till the Land of rejl they gained :

So, Lord, in our jpirits frail

May this order aye prevail.

Be Thy Law within our heart,

Graven deep in every part :

There implant Thy Crojs Divine,

Not in dry and lifelejs jign,

Striking far and firm its root,

Bright with blojjbm, rich in fruit :

Be Thy Sacramental Food,

Source of full Beatitude,
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All our life, as now we prejs

Onward through the wildernejs ;

In Its Power, with Thee we tread,

Where Thy bleeding Feet have led,

We the mournful Way retrace,

Thorn and jhame with Thee embrace ;

In that Food's jujlaining jlrength

On the Mount of God at length,

We the unveiled Majejly

Of our King unfcathed jhall jee.

Gold within and gold without

Overlaid that Ark about,

Figuring unto us that we

Mujl be clothed in charity :

Love to Thee within jhall glow,

Love to man mujl overflow

In a tender, watchful care

Loads to lighten, griefs to jhare.

Thus, O Lord, Life's Source and Fount,

By the Pattern in the Mount,

Grant us all our lives to frame

To the Glory of Thy Name.

I^e Sacrifice of JSrafCe.

|OR the beauty of the earth,

For the beauty of the jkies,

For the Love which from our birth

Over and around us lies :

Christ, our God, to Thee we raife

This our Sacrifice of Praije.
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For the beauty of each hour

Of the day and of the night,

Hill and vale, and tree and flower,

Sun and moon and jlars of light :

Christ, our God, to Thee we raije

This our Sacrifice of Praije.

For the joy of ear and eye,

For the heart and brain's delight,

For the myjlic harmony

Sinking jenje to jbund and jight :

Christ, our God, to Thee we raije

This our Sacrifice of Praife.

For the joy of human love,

Brother, jifter, parent, child,

Friends on earth, and friends above ;

For all gentle thoughts and mild :

Christ, our God, to Thee we raije

This our Sacrifice of Praije.

For each perfect Gift of Thine

To our race jb freely given,

Graces human and Divine,

Flowers of earth, and buds of Heaven

Christ our God, to Thee we raije

This our Sacrifice of Praise.

For Thy Bride that evermore

Lifteth holy hands above,

Offering up on every jhore

This Pure Sacrifice of Love :
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Christ, our God, to Thee we raife

This our Sacrifice of Praije.

For Thy Martyrs' crown of light,

For Thy Prophets' eagle eye,

For Thy bold ConfejJbrs' might,

For the lips of Infancy :

Christ, our God, to Thee we raije

This our Sacrifice of Praije.

For Thy Virgins' robes of jhow,

For Thy Maiden Mother mild,

For Thyjelf, with hearts aglow,

Jesu, Victim undefiled,

Offer we at Thine own Shrine

Thyjelf, jweet Sacrament Divine.

 

Ctjritt atrt tyte Cwfef.

MIGHTY River flowing

Through dry and herblejs jand,

A Rock its jhadow throwing

Acrojs a weary land—

Such, BleJjed Saviour now,

While in noon-day heat we toil

Through life's parched and barren jbil,

Such to Thy Church art Thou.

A Covert from the beating

OfJtormy wind and rain,

The way-worn pilgrim greeting

On jbme bleak wintry plain,
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Such is Thy Crojs's jhade ;

There while round God's Judgments jweep,

Calm, as in health's jweetejl jleep,

Thy faithful Ones are laid.

HISis MyBody, Which is given for you;

To us the Bread of Life each moment be.

This is My Blood, for jin's remiflion jhed—

He jpake, and pajjed the Wine-jlained Chalice

round :

So let us drink, and on Life's fulnejs fed

With Heavenly Joy each quickening pulfe jhall

bound.

The hour is come ! with us in peace jit down ;

Thine own Beloved, O love us to the end :

Serve us one Banquet ere the night's dark frown

Veil from our jight the Prejence of our Friend.

Girded with Love jlill wajh Thy Servants' feet,

While they jubmiJJive wonder and adore ;

Bathed in Thy Blood our Spirits every whit

Are clean—yet cleanjeour goings more and more.

%ty Haft Supper.

 

Do this—He jaid and brake—re

membering Me.

O Lamb of God, our Pajchal Offering

true,
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Some will betray Thee—Majler, is it I ?

Leaning upon Thy Love, we ajk in fear ;

Ourjelves mijlrujling, earnejlly we cry

To Thee, the Strong, forjlrength whenjin is near.

But round us fall the evening jhadows dim :

A jaddened awe pervades our darkening jenfe ;

In jblemn choir we jing the parting Hymn,

And hear Thy Voice—Arije, let us go hence.

 

Meliusf et aet&era fubflent.

ET earth and jkies rejoicing jing

The Supper of the mighty King,

When the firjl Adam's dying Soul

Was bythe Bread of Life made whole.

That Eve when He Who all things made

A mighty Myjlery dijplayed,

His own Dear Flesh and Precious Blood,

Transformed to Soul-supporting Food.

From the high Feajl behold Him rife,

A wondrous jight to mortal eyes—

The Grace of lowlinejs reveal,

And at the feet of Peter kneel.

His Servant pale with wonder turns,

When he the Lord of Hojls dijcerns

Down from the fejlal board dejeend,

To him with cloth and water bend.
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O Simon, take the laver blejl,

See myjlic Emblems here exprejjed ;

The Highejl doth the lowejt bear,

Let ajhes then for ajhes care.

The Cleanfer to the Feajl rejlored

Pours forth the honey of His Word,

Yet notes the baje and traitorous guejl,

The guilt he harbours in his breajl.

Fierce Wolf, dojl thou, O Judas vile,

This Gentle Lamb with kifs beguile ?

Thoje royal Limbs to jcourges give

By which the worlds are cleanfed and live ?

But now the heart and flejh indeed

From long captivity are freed ;

He conjecrates the Chrijm of Life

With hope for wretched mortals rife.

 

Crofe.

EVER further than Thy Crofs ;

Never higher than Thy Feet :

Here earth's precious things jeem drojs ;

Here earth's bitter things grow jweet.

Gazing thus our jin we Jee,

Learn Thy Love while gazing thus ;

Sin which laid the Crojs on Thee,

Love which bore the Crojs for us.
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Here we learn to jerve and give

And rejoicing jelf deny ;

Here we gather love to live,

Here we gather faith to die.

Symbols of our liberty

And our jervice here unite ;

Captives by Thy Crojs jet free,

Soldiers of Thy Crojs we fight.

Prejjing onwards as we can,

Still to this our hearts mujl tend ;

When our earliejl hopes began,

Then our lajl ajpirings end.

Till amid the Hojls of Light

We in Thee redeemed complete,

Through Thy Crojs made pure and white

Cajl our Crowns before Thy Feet.

feong of tfje feerapTjiS.

 

ROWN Him with many Crowns,

The Lamb upon His Throne :

Hark how the Heavenly Anthem

drowns

All mufic but its own.

Awake my Soul, and fing

Of Him who died for thee ;

And hail Him as thy matchlejs King

Through all Eternity.



Crown Him the Virgin's Son,

The God Incarnate born,

Whoje Arm thoje crimjbn trophies won

Which now His Brow adorn.

Fruit of the myjlic Roje,

As of that Roje the Stem :

The Root whence Mercy ever flows,

The Babe of Bethlehem.

Crown Him the Lord of Love,

Behold His Hands and Side,

Rich Wounds, yet vijlble above

In beauty glorified :

No Angel in the jky

Can fully bear that jight,

But downward bends his burning eye

At myjleries jb bright.

Crown Him the Lord of Peace,

Whoje Power a Sceptre jways

From pole to pole, that wars may ceaje

Absorbed in prayer and praije :

His Reign jhall know no end ;

And round His pierced Feet

Fair flowers of Paradije extend

Their fragrance ever jweet.

Crown Him the Lord of Years,

The Potentate of Time,

Creator of the rolling jpheres,

Ineffably jublime :
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GlaJjed in a Sea of light,

Whoje everlajling waves

Reflect His Form, the Infinite,

Who lives, and loves, and javes.

Crown Him the Lord of Heaven,

One with the Father known,

And the Blejl Spirit through Him given

From yonder Triune Throne.

All hail ! Redeemer, hail !

For Thou hajl died for me :

Thy praije jhall never, never fail

Throughout Eternity.

3|eCu, 2Dulcte a^emorfa.

IjSssSj] Jesu Dear, how Sweet Thou art,

Thy Name is honey to the heart ;

But jweeter jlill than honey Tweet,

In loving heart our Love to greet.

O Song of jbngs, the jweetejl jlill,

O thought of thoughts, ineffable ;

O Name of names, all names above,

Sweet Mary's Son, our Lord, our Love.

How Good to all Thy Love that prize ;

How Sweet to all that jeek Thee fajl,

But what to them that find at lajl ?

Ah ! never thought can think aright ;

Ah ! never tongue can utter quite ;

 

O Jesu, Hope of weeping eyes,
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Ah ! none but he who loves can tell)

How Tweet it is to love(Thee well.

A—

Be Thou our only Sweetnejs here

Who art to be our Glory dear ;

Be Thou our Jesus, and our Love,

Our All on earth, our All above.

S&panna 2Deto&

]HEN Pilgrim Ifrael wandered

through the wajle

A moving Oajis his path jur-

rounded ;

And gurgling onwards with a loving hajle

Quick by his tents the rock-born River bounded.

But when at eve the ever-jilent dews

Came down, when hujhed was each devout

Hojannah

Angels jwept forth, in all their radiant hues,

And jlrewed th' impearled grajs with Heaven-

made Manna.

Then fell the dew upon the widespread Feajl,

Frojling the jacred Bread of the Immortals

All night ; until at length the far off Eajl

Opedforthejlruggling Sunher burnijhed portals.

 

The earlier dews did keep the Manna pure

And unprofaned by contact with the creature ;
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And the late dews preserved the Gift jecure

From the night-roaming energies of Nature.

We have a Feajl—a more than Angel-Food,

And more than Angel-fingers have jupplied It ;

A Drink that flows down from the holy Rood,

A Bread from God's Own Subjlance undivided.

How jhall we tajle, unlejs the Spirit Mild

Flow in and jaturate our inner jenjes ?

How jhall we hold the BlejJing undefiled

Wanting the Spirit's Succours and Defences ?

Lord of all Love, of tendernejs unpriced,

Shed through ourSouls the GraceofPreparation.

O Spirit from the Spirit Flesh of Christ

Keep the Lord ' in us' jafe from profanation.

 

2De Corpore Cfjriffu

HE Majler, jeated mid the band

Of thoje who own His guiding Hand,

Takes Bread, and by creative Word

Thus gives to them Himjelftheir Lord.

Than this of Power and Love Divine

Was never more amazing jign ;

For while with them He thus partakes,

He is the Bread which yet He breaks.

To mortal men He gives the power

Of Priejlly rank the awful dower
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To /peak His BleJjing, and to frame

Gifts Sacramental in His Name.

None other can perform this Rite,

Nor holy Man, nor Angel bright ;

This does the Priejl, and none but he,

According to the Lord's Decree.

Therefore the Priejls of Christ have need

Each to himjelf to take good heed,

Lejl, with jb great an honour crowned,

They to their Lord be faithlejs found.

Whojb the King's CommijJion bear

They in the King's high Office jhare;

Exalted by His wondrous Love

Through the Anointing from above.

Cleanfed be each heart and garnijhed well,

That He may deign therein to dwell,

Who, by His own mojl gracious Word,

Himjelf our Banquet is and Lord.

parapfiraCe of tfje CveeD.

Part III.

flND I believe in Thee, O Holy Ghost;

I know Thy quickening Breath is

ever near ;

Frequent upon my bojbm's wajleful

coajl

Break Thy jlill waves of Love o'ercoming fear.
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What though Thou dwellejl in excejs of Light,

'Nathlejs the Church Thy chojen Palace is :

Fiery and Free, Thou movejl through the bright

Orders of High-jbuled Men and Saints in Blifs.

Hence to the blejjed Hill I lift my view ;

One Apojlolic Church I firm believe—

Church on the Prophets built and Martyrs true,

And living Stones that great Apojlles leave.

Thee, Jesus Christ, Tower-top and Corner-jlone

Of all that mighty whole, I chief adore ;

The Temple rejls upon Thy Heart alone,

ThineHanddoth lock and loojeits mightyDoor.

And I believe, through Thee, that living Union

Which all the Souls of men elect enjoy ;

With Thee through Faith they have their high

Communion ;

Thy praije, their jervice and their blejl employ-

Ever in jecret prayer or public praije

Clojer we prejs our throbbing hearts to Thee ;

And as our tearful eyes to Heaven we raije,

Mirrored in Thine, the blejjed Dead we jee.

But chiefly when around Thy myjlic Table

In tender love Thy true Dijciples kneel ;

Ah, chiefly then the Life ineffable

Through our enraptured jenjes Jeems to jleal.

Like loving John upon Thy Breajl reclining

We view the forms of thoje we loved on earth ;
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Full on their beautiful brows the Life is jhining,

The Life through death of their immortal Birth.

O myjlic Prejence, Filial Godhead, rife!

Fountain of Light, our darkling Souls juffuje :

Shine through the veil of Thy dread Sacrifice,

And bathe us in Thy mornings' orient Dews.

From Thee the healing jburce of Pardon flows,

Thine is the hidden Life's immortal Manna }

Speed Son of David, jpeed the awful cloje ;

The Children throng Thy way and jhout—

Hojannah !

The bodies of the Saints in holy ground,

Drejjed in their fading cerements, calmly jleep;

For Holy Church has jlrewed her texts around,

And mourners read their Blijs and ceaje to weep.

Whilome on earth they jang the holy Creed,

And bowed adoring towards the eajlern gate ;

Now near the Throne from fear and fetters freed

For Thy great Advent languijhing they wait.

And we believe, through Blood, in jin forgiven ;

And raije in hope our brows though wan and

wajling,

Already Faith half lifts the veil of Heaven

And lives, by Love, the Life ofGlory everla fting.

A A
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31eCtt0 Cfjn'ffusf, nottra S>alu0.

ESUS Christ, our true Salvation,

Mocked by jcorn and reprobation,

Gave us, to recall His Dying,

This Oblation Janctifying.

Purejl is this Bread, and holy,

It is Thou, Christ Jesu Lowly,

Sacrament, Flesh, Food that jatejl,

Of all Blejjings chief and greatejl.

Gift This is of perfec? Sweetnejs,

Love of God in full completenejs,

Eucharijlic Boon of Power,

And of high Communion Dower.

Hail ! O Mode of Godhead's Prejence,

Bond that joinejl to God's Ejjence,

Whojb jees Thee and believeth,

Joy within his heart conceiveth.

Sacred Feajl, Which Angels feedejl,

Light, Thy holy ones Which leadejl,

That which ancient types juggejled,

Thy new Law hath manifejled.

Medicine, difeajes chajing,

Helper, jinful man upraijing,

Feed us, from all evil Jever,

Bring us to Thy Light for ever.
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Of mojl highejl height.

Martyred hojls implore Thee,

Seraphs fall before Thee,

Angels and Archangels,

Cherub throngs adore Thee ;

Blejed She that bore Thee !

All the Saints approve Thee,

All the Virgins love Thee.

I jhow as a blot

Blood hath cleanfed not,

As a barren jpot

In Thy fruitful lot.

I, fig-tree fruit-unbearing ;

Thou, righteous Judge unfparing :

What canjl Thou do more to me

That jhall not more undo me ?

Thy Jujlice hath a jbund—

Why cumbereth it the ground ?

Thy Love with jlirrings jlronger

Pleads—Give it one year longer.

Thou giv'jl me time : but who

Save Thou jhall give me dew ;

 

ESUS, do I love Thee ?

Thou art far above me,

Seated out ofjight

Hid in Heavenly Light
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Shall feed my root with Blood,

And jlir my jap for good ?

Oh, by Thy Gifts that jhame me,

Give more lejl they condemn me :

Good Lord, I ajk much of Thee,

But mojl I ajk to love Thee ;

Kind Lord, be mindful of me,

Love me, and make me love Thee.

ID the wild waves' wildejl jhock,

Where two mighty jeas are meeting,

Stands a little lowly Rock

Holding out the Light of greeting

Through the dreary dark of night

To the Pilot, jlill unjleeping,

As an Angel browed with Light,

There its midnight vigil keeping.

Ever jince the Word was jaid,

By the great Creator jpoken,

Which that Rock's foundation laid

By His Law that is not broken,

There the angriejl jeas have crojjed

In a jlrife that ne'er has rejled,

There the fiercejl jurges tojjed

Highejl billows, tawny crejled.

But above through day and night

Ever in its place and jlation,
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Calm and jleady jhines the Light

Refling on its jure foundation ;

And the Pilot jaileth by

Nought the jeething currents fearing ;

Raffing to the Light his eye,

Into harbour jafely jleering.

So, to every Chrijlian jight

All His holiejl Truth is centred,

Glowing with intenfejl Light

From the Home where He has entered,

In that Word which Jesus jpake

When He gave that wondrous Token,

In the Bread He blejjed and brake,

Of His Flejhly Body broken.

Round that Word of Heavenly Life,

Ever jince that Gift was given,

All the waves of earthly jlrife

By man's earthly pajjions driven ;

There have centred fierce and loud

Angry words with angrier dajhing,

Surging fierce in billowy cloud,

Round that firm foundation dajhing.

Brother ! lift to Him thine eye,

Watch not keenly men contending ;

Let the jlrife of words pajs by,

Only to His Voice attending ;
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Mingle not that Word He jpake,

Heavenly Truth, with earthly leaven ;

As He gave, jb jimply take,

He will teach the rejl in Heaven.

 

ILobe fyt fulfilment of tfje Hato.

HRISTIAN, if in this earthly vale

Unnumbered fears thine heart ajjail,

Unnumbered foes opprejs,

'Tis not of all alone on thee

Cometh this Jearching agony,

This cup of bitternejs.

'Tis but to try and prove thee jlill ;

God useth means to work His Will,

Yet not for all the jame :

In peace and calm jbme onward glide,

Some in the dark empurpled tide,

Or purifying flame.

The jhield that is vouchjafed us here

Shall keep our Soul from mortal fear,

Yet jave our life alone ;

All lejjer jbrrows mujl we bear,

An offering meekly placed by prayer

Before the Father's Throne.

But faint and weak our jlrongejl prayer,

Nor may our life with Saints compare
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For juffering or for faith :

Strive we to bear our griefs. They bore

Gladly far greater ills of yore,

Nor jhrunk to yield their breath.

Pray we for jlrength to wage the fight

With all the powers of worldly might,

And bear their darkejl frown ;

Pray we for faith in danger's hour,

Pray Jesus guide us by His Power

Unto an Heavenly Crown.

 

fet $an e0 lo que bemogf, como Dura ?

||F What we jee is Bread, how doth It,

made

Our conjlant Food, jlill unconjumed

remain ?

If God be in It, why like earthly grain

Meets It our tajle, and why in Form of Bread ?

If Bread, why bend we down and bow the head ?

If God, His Presence how may jpace rejlrain ?

If Bread, why not to mortal knowledge plain ?

If God, how are His creatures therewith fed ?

If Bread, how can one morfel jatisfy ?

If God, O how is God in portions given ?

IfBread, can bread the Soul's lojl powers repair?

If God, can jight and jenfe perceive Him nigh ?

IfBread, howcameItdown from highejl Heaven ?

How may I jee and live, if God be there ?
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Eett fit the fetorm.

HE winds of God are met

On the great Sea

Wave, rock and quickjand threat

Our part to be ;

Morning with no grey light

Breaking afar

Comes in the wake of night

Without a jlar.

O'er Adria's billows dread

To and fro driven

We had not tajled bread

For days twice Jeven ;

Then forth a captive man

Paul the Saint jlood,

Saying while day began—

Eat to your good.

Lo ! then he took and blejjed

And brake atwain

The Bread, and we had rejl

On that wild main ;

As if the dreadful wave

Which o'er us beat

Were jbmejlill inland cave

Where Chrijlians meet.

Nor rock nor quickjand then

Nor blinding jpray
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Moved us, nor rage of men

More fell than they ;

All theje we counted nought,

Even as He

Who blejjed the Cup, then jbught

Gethfemane.

In her futurity,

'Mid jlrife for Truth,

The Church of God jhall be

Ev'n as in youth ;

Whate'er the jlorms o'erhead,

Midjl them her Priejl

Shall blejs and break the Bread,

And Souls jhall rejl.

SLt Cijenfng Himt ft tyall bz Hfgfjt.

S ends a day of darknejs and Even-time

How oft a glorious junfet illuminates

To our remembrance calling, whiljl growing jlill

more bright,

The Promije when comes Evening—Behold! it

jhall be Light.

'Tis thus in life, as o'er us a weary day of jbrrow

Falls jadly, when mourning we fear to jee the

morrow

 

draws nigh,

the jky,
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Our junjet comes, before us hope jhines forth

bright and clear,

And we remember gladly that Evening-tide is near.

Peace, human ken far pajQing, in hours of deepejl

grief

This blejjed Promije brings us which whijpers of

relief,

For in our jaddejl moments all veiled in earthly

pain

Faith tells us—When comes Evening all jhall be

bright again.

Ah ! then it matters little how long theje clouds

endure,

Behind them hidden brightnejs is beaming we are

jure;

When they difperfe the junlight will flajh abroad

and jhine

With great and undimmed glory, ere does the day

decline.

And though our Heavenly Father ordaineth in

His Will

That brief be here our junjhine—e'en jb, we thank

ful jlill

Look up as comes the Evening, forwhen life's pain

is o'er

We know that He will give us bright Day for

evermore.
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flOD the Son, Who by the Father

Sittejl in co-equal Jtate,

Christ, our great High Priejl in

Heaven,

Sacrifice immaculate,

God and Man in perfefl union,

Both our Judge and Advocate ;

On Thine Altars Thou art offered

By Thyfelf in bloodlejs Rite,

Yet in Glory jlill Thou bleedejl

When our jins Thy Body jmite,

Unto Thee, our Judge and Pleader,

Daily do we foul dejpite.

Can the guilty thus in boldnejs

Come unto Thy holy Shrine ?

Can thoje hearts with jin polluted

Bear that Prejence mojl Divine,

Before Which the purejl jpirits

Tremble as they jee It jhine ?

Thou Who over death hajl triumphed,

We are doomed to die again,

Shall Thy Death, which pleajed the Father,

Win no healing for our pain,

Can the everlajling Pledges

Of Thy Love be all in vain ?
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Lift the veil, and come unjhrouded

Burjling through the cloudy haze—

Nay, Thou hidejl in Thy Mercy

From our eyes Thy Godhead's Rays,

Didjl Thou not jubdue their brightnejs

We jhould perijh in the blaze.

Grant that we by faith may Jee Thee

Who art veiled in darknejs jure,

Teach us with pure lips to praije Thee

Purer than the junjhine pure,

Let us die together with Thee

Who didjl death for us endure.

 

loCepfj'iS Brethren afrafo to eat 25reati

tottfj H?titn

HAT ! fearful jlill, and fearful aU

The Banquet-room to tread

Who fearednot in thejudgment-hall

To jue for daily Bread.

How oft we jlart with guilt's alarms

When Pardon's gifts begin,

And point from Love's extended arms

A finger at our jin.

Afraid, becauje each in his jack

Finds jblace for his grief ;

Afraid of Him Who gives you back

The Price of your relief ;
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Afraid, becaufe He jets the Cup

Bejide the living Bread,

And comes with joy to lift it up.

Alive and from the dead.

O jland and commune at the door,

And calm thoje doubts to rejl ;

His Steward bids you fear no more

Who bids you all be blejl.

O Rejl prepared for all that toiled,

O blejfed Banquet-room,

When Reuben found the pit dejpoiled,

And John an empty Tomb.

O Feajl, jurpajjing Egypt's corn

And Ejhcol's purple flood,

His Flesh for all Creation born,

His Sin-all-cleanjing Blood.

Cfjriffmass Communion.

 

lajl Thou art come ! and the dew of

Thy Birth

Is the fragrance of Heaven to Thy

Pilgrims on earth ;

All life at Thy Coming grows radiant and jweet,

And our very heart's homage we lay at Thy Feet;

Though worthlejs our bejl, let us do what we can

To welcome Thy Birthday, True God and True

Man.
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O Light to our eyes, and O Life to our heart,

Can words ever tell what a Saviour Thou art ?

Who to ranjbm our Souls and to fill us with good

Didjl jloop to the Manger, the Garden, the Rood ;

Take our thanks unexprejjed, while adoring we

fall

In Thine own very Prejence, our God and our

All!

For us Thou wajl born, Thou didjl die, Thou

dojl live—

Our praife Thou canjl perfe£t,ourjin canjl forgive ;

That want lies the deepejl ; 'tis Mercy we need,

And the Souls Thou abfolvejl keep Chrijlmas in

deed ;

Let the Touch of Thy Manhood our cleanfing

renew,

And Thydeep Heart of Love to itjelfmake us true.

When in hearts that once hailed Thee the gladnejs

dies out,

When lips that adored Thee now quejlion and

doubt,

When they half deem it gain from Thy Yoke to

be free,

O Grant us to cling all the clojer to Thee,

That if others turn back, we may do what we can

To live for Thy Service, True God and True

Man.
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31 fyall be maDe tofjole.

|ND Thou art here ! no crowd I fear,

No garments interpoje ;

And when I touch, Incarnate Lord,

Into my being flows

Thy Power—all Thine. O more than Wine

To him that toils and faints,

0 more than Life, Incarnate Lord,

To Thy afflicted Saints.

Ah, let me think or ere I drink,

Or ere my Spirit feeds,

Of all Thy Love, Incarnate Lord,

Of all my mortal needs :

The miflpent time, the blijs jublime

Forgone for fleeting joy :

The jhakelike jins, Incarnate Lord,

That all Thy Work dejlroy.

1 weep ; but oh, the tears that flow

Are from a heart that aches,

Broken like Thine, Incarnate Lord,

Thy Sorrows it partakes.

Then here and now, in love do Thou

Conjble it while it pines,

And let it tajte, Incarnate Lord,

The Virtue of the Signs.
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I do not Jeek, by reajbning weak

Thy Prejence to jurprije ;

Enough for me, Incarnate Lord,

Though hid from fading eyes,

That here Thou art, e'en God's Own Heart,

Dejcended from above,

Jesus /till Lowly, and the Lord

Of everlajling Love.

That I may burn, oh, let me mourn,

Whate'er the prejent lojs,

The wrongs that wrought, Incarnate Lord,

Thy Sufferings on the Crojs ;

Through juch pure grief, winning relief,

My Soul jhall gather up

The Divine Fragments of my Lord,

Thy Life-BlooD in the Cup.

I kijs the rod : come, Might of God,

Come, Jesu, Saviour mine :

Come, Flesh and Blood of Christ my Lord,

Come, Myjlery Divine :

Come, Peace, come, Rejl : o'er all my breafl

Let all Thy Fountains flow,

And turn at once, Incarnate Lord,

The jin-red into jhow.

The Lights are dim : the lingering Hymn

That woos the jenfe to Thee,

Seems as a Touch, Incarnate Lord,

Of Thy Humanity :
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Heaven opes, earth fades with all its jhades ;

Before th' eternal Throne

I kneel to Thee, Incarnate Lord,

And clajp Thee as mine own.

 

|OD-MAN, from Thy Heavenly City,

On the pitiable take pity.

Still to jin our frail heart yearneth ;

Still to earth our earth returneth.

Hear us on Thy Kindnejs calling ;

Keep our ruined houje from falling.

What is man, from Eve dejcended,

But a death-jhoot to be ended ;

Or a worm of feeble Jenfes,

Helplejs, and without defences ?

Be not wroth againjl Thy creature,

Barred from holinejs by Nature ;

Do not Thou from mercy jever

Souls that can be jinlejs never.

Not juch hardnejs canjl Thou cherijh,

Thus to caufe Thine Own to perijh.

Worthlejs man, jlruck mute with wonder,

Cannot anfwer to Thy Thunder ;

B B
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For we are but jtnoke or jhadow,

Frail as grajjes of the meadow.

Father, from Thy Heavenly City,

On the pitiable take pity.

 

ilebt, ffjr Cfjrttten Co aU&tet; ati£ (CrDeiu

FEAR not, Chrijlians, that rough path

to tread,

Whereon blejl Footprints of your

Saviour lead,

His Blijs to gain,

Who went not up to Joy but through jharp pain.

Gaze on that countlejs Hojl with jleadfajl eyes,

His followers, your fore-runners to the jkies,

And jean their life,

Examples each with holy lejjbns rife.

Would ye to join thoje chojen ranks ajcend,

Withwatchful zeal your King's Commands attend,

And bid adieu

To each unhallowed wijh and worldly view :

Take up your Crojs, beneath it bending low,

And for your Majler's Will your own forego,

Nor count it lojs,

Knights of the Order of the Holy Crojs.

Keep cloje to Christ, if conflict jbre betide ;

Stand fajl, remembering He is at your jide
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To give you jlrength

In battle, and the viffor's palm at length :

And when from earth's unquiet Jcene ye part,

His Rejl will compenfate its keenejl jmart ;

Then jhall ye know

Joy ne'er experienced in this world below.

Fight well the Fight of Faith, and ye jhall win,

And firmly jlrive againjl bejetting jin,

Which all the way

In varied warfare jhall your progrejs jlay :

Whoe'er from thoje dread lifls jhall come away,

Unjcathed, unvanquijhed, at his dying day

He jhall receive

The Crown of Life which Christ the Lord will

give;

That righteous Crown by Christ in Heaven

laid up

For thoje who bear His Image, drink His Cup ;

Whom He will lead

By jprings of ever new delights to feed :

Thus will the Judge of all the earth reward

All thoje who love and long to meet their Lord,

Whom He will own,

At that Great Day, as jewels of His Crown.
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2Drato m'g|j unto mp fe»ottl.

]RAW nigh unto my Soul,

O Holiejl, draw nigh ;

For I have wants within which Thou

Alone canjl jatisfy :

O deign to commune with me as I kneel ;

Thy Glory in my inmojl Soul reveal.

Thou jpeakejl in Thy Works ;

But wondrous though they be,

They have no voice to utter forth

Jesus has died for me :

Theyjhow Thy Goodnejs and Thy Power Divine,

But O, they cannot tell me Thou art mine.

Nor is it, Lord, enough

To Jee Thine Image glow,

Reflected in Thy chojen Ones

Militant here below :

Thyfelf alone can jatisfy the heart,

Thou art the only Friend death cannot part.

Pleajant it is to jland

Within Thy Temples fair,

To hear Thy Minijlers proclaim

That Thou dojl meet us there,

To kneel before Thine Altar and partake

The Sacramental Food, for Jesus' jake.
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Draw near and condescend

To take up Thine abode

Within this jinful heart, and dwell

An Ever-prejent God.

Mujl I not be alone with Thee at lajl ?

O let my life be in Thy Prejence pajjed.

Father, my Soul would be

Like a tranfparent haze,

Through which Thy Deity jhould pour

Its janctifying Rays.

Lord, fill me with Thy Fulnejs ; give me Grace

To commune with Jehovah Face to face.

Reveal Thyfelf e'en now

Within that inmojl bound

Where the Immortal EJJence dwells

In jblitude profound ;

Where thought is lojl, and jlrong emotions keep

Their ceajelejs watch above the Myjlery deep.

Do with me what Thou wilt,

Low at Thy Feet I fall;

Abforb me in Thyjelf; be Thou,

Father, my All in all :

Show me the glorious Beauty that is Thine,

And the deep lowliness that jhould be mine.
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0on Cum fnjrata, Cell amo.

T is not I am thanklejs, Lord,

That jlill I long for more and more,

And jatelejs jlill look high and

higher ;

But lijlening to Thy holy Word

My warm affections upward jbar,

And keener grow with new dejire.

Not thanklejs I ; Thy Gifts increaje

More than dejert and far above ;

But yet beneath my loving vows

Unjatisfied, I cannot ceaje,

Borne not by reajbn on but love

To woo for more, my Heavenly Spouje.

Still, while I linger here I mourn

In painful abfence wrapt, apart

Far from the Fount of Life and Light,

Exiled from Thee, my homeward bourne,

To Whom the pulfes of my heart

Beat ever with renewed delight.

Yet may I weep and beat my breajl,

That jlill will wandering thoughts unkin

To Thee, my God, perforce intrude,
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And jealous of Thy holy Refl,

Wake up the ready jlaves ofjin

To raije unfeemly inward feud.

Yet thou art near, and jlill for love

Teach me to bear an exile's trial,

SubmijJive to Thy chajlening Rod,

Meekly rejijling juch as prove

Severe the mojl, by Jelf-denial,

Rejlraint and penance, gall and goad.

Till purified, the day jhall come

When joined with Spirits of pure fire,

The heart jhall rejl in ample peace

Called upwards to its Heavenly home,

Where unalloyed of all dejire

All Love henceforth jhall never ceaje.

(Eurfjarittic Honging.

 

||AST flies the panting Hart athwart the

glade

While fiercely glows the parching

noon-tide heat,

Nor dares to linger in the forejl jhade

While cloje purfue the baying jlag-hounds fleet.

Like as the Hart the water-brooks dejireth,

So longs my thirjling Soul, O God, for Thee ;
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Like as the Hart a refuge jafe requireth,

To Thee for jhelter doth my Spirit flee.

Ruthlejs the Hunter is my Soul who chajeth,

The Lion, ever ready to devour ;

I hide me 'neath the Tree my Lord embraceth,

And And its outjpread Arms a jheltering bower.

AndJee,from purejl Founts, five Streams arewelling

To cleanje and heal the way-worn Souls that

come ;

Deep, widening Waters, ever onwards jwelling

To the full River of my Heavenly home ;

The jblemn mufic of whoje peaceful flowing

Chimes to the Angel-harpings on the jhore ;

Its waves 'neath junlejs jkies of glory glowing

Where no unrejlful jea jhall murmur more.

The Tree ofLife, its twelve-fold Fruitage bearing,

And healing Leaves, o'erjhadows that fair River ;

Beneath no hunter lurketh, prey-enjharing,

But Souls Jet free find jhelter jafe for ever.

O Sacred Stream, thy waves like cryjlal clearejl

Of living Water, gladden evermore

The City of our God—that City dearejl,

Whence they who enter jhall ' go out no more.*

Like as the Hart the cooling jhade requireth,

So to that Home of Peace my longings flee ;

Like as the Hart the water-brooks dejireth

So longs my thirjling Soul, my God, for Thee !
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Ufa jfootffep0 of Cforiff.

ITH Virgin Heart, undazzled Eye,

The Virgin-born went on,

Each jhare jurmounted or pajjed by

Until His Tajk was done.

With bleeding Feet but lifted Head

The wajle of life He trod,

Tinging each Step with holy red

The confecrated jbd.

Thoje Steps our earth doth yet retain ;

And when dark vapours hide

That Sun which lights our pilgrim-train,

She too can be our guide.

Father of Him and us, Thy Grace

On us and all bejlow,

Who jeek the goal He jbught, to trace

His Footmarks here below.

O joy to follow Him in hope

For days, for months, for years ;

Our jleps in turn o'er His to drop

And o'er His Blood our tears.
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GE.rpoffulattotu

RT thou not coming when thy Father

calls?

Or wilt thou lag in fear when Jesus

leads ?

Or does the dreadful jhame of former falls

Make thee forget thy Spirit's prejent needs ?

O foolijh Doubt ! O mojl unworthy Dread !

So long to bar thee from the Living Bread.

Art thou not coming to confejs thy jin,

And rid thy Soul of that unjleeping Foe

Who maketh falfe without, and foul within ?

Or where jb near the Saviour canjl thou know ?

O cruel Doubt ! to keep thee with the dead

When ' Come to Me' the Lord of Life has jaid.

Art thou not coming, weary Child of care,

Who flndejl not on earth the Fount of Peace ?

Did not the Son of God our nature jhare

To bring the captive Soul a jweet releaje ?

O cruel Doubt ! to keep thee jb opprejl,

When Christ is calling—I will give thee Rejl.

Art thou not coming, Soldier of the Crojs,

Devoted at the Font to Christ the King ?

Say, what jhall jave thee from eternal lojs,

If thou no prayer, and He, no juccour bring ?

O cruel Doubt ! to let thee helplejs fight

When Christ is calling—I will be thy Might.
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Art thou not coming, thou who fearejl Death,

The bondman of a jhadow and a word ?

Is there not Life beyond this pajjing breath,

And canjl thou find it, but in Christ the Lord ?

O cruel Doubt ! to keep thy Soul in fear

When Christ the Word of Life is waiting near.

 

%u z& certe, £Eiuem Ijabeo.

SAVIOUR, Thou Whom cloje I hold

Art He for Whom I thirfted jbre,

Thee,Whom I yearningjbught before

I now in loving clajp enfold.

For all theje pricelejs Gifts of Thine

What payment can I make to Thee,

Who, when I hunger, fillejl me

With Bounties precious and Divine ?

O Godhead evermore adored,

In faith I call upon Thy Name,

Behold and hearken to my claim,

Thou Wonderful and Gentle Lord.

O let the Heaven of Thy Might

Be opened to my eager gaze,

And may the glory of Thy Rays

Shine on me with refulgent light.
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With Thy Salvation, I intreat,

In mercy vijit me to-day,

And make me worthy, Lord, I pray,

To come into Thy Prejence jweet.

Make Thou my Spirit jlronger grow

With Meat of Heavenly richnejs fed,

And let Thy jwift Flame, hither jped.

Kindle my heart with burning glow.

Unlock for me Thy treajured Store,

Rain down true Manna from above,

And unto Thine unfailing Love

Bind my whole being evermore.

To me who, needy, prejs my juit,

And on Thy Pity take my jland,

Open, O Christ, Thy bounteous Hand,

Be gracious to the dejlitute.

O Thou, the Loving Father's Son,

Weigh not the guilt of my vile heart,

But Thyjelfjhow me what Thou art,

Mojl merciful and jweetejl One.

Vouchjafe to hearken to my prayer,

Who now, dejpijed and lowly, plead

That Thou wouldjl make me in Thy meed

Of jweet Abundance ever jhare.

O God, my ajking grant to-day,

That I may be from jicknejs healed,

And that Thy Countenance revealed

May cauje my love to burn for aye.
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Drive far away my jlothfulnejs

By Thine own Gift of prejent Grace,

And leave within my Soul no place

For any mark ofjinfulnejs.

Above me in Thy Mercy bend,

O Deity jupreme in Power,

And now, in this mojl holy hour,

Unto Thy Servant condejcend.

Lo ! now unto the meanejl things

Are bound in union things Divine,

Then hajlen to Thy lowly Shrine

O Beautiful, O King of kings !

Grant me by Grace to be pojjejl

Of that free Bounty Thou dojl give,

And bid me, Lord, in Glory live

Within the Manjions of the blejl.

 

Xenten Communfon.

ND dojl Thou fajt, and may I feaft,

O Bread of Heaven, on Thee

One day in jeven, from grief releajed,

Set by Thy Mercy free ?

And art Thou day by day dijlrejl

With cares that round Thee cloje,

While 1 may in Thy blejjed rejl

One day in Jeven repoje ?

Heavy Thy jelf-impojed Load,

Thy burden on me light ;
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The lonely dejert Thine abode,

But mine Thy Garden bright

Where I beneath the Tree of Life

May gather living Food,

And far removed from jin and jlrife

Grow to be wije and good.

Thy forty days mujl all be jpent

Ere thou, O Lord, canfl prove

Thy Father's tender Mercies, jent

By Angel hands of Love :

But weekly in my time of need

Thou com'jl to comfort me,

And through my fajl dojl let me feed,

O Bread of Heaven, on Thee.

Thy Table in the wildernejs

For my refrejhment jpread,

Thyjelf the Food, and Thou to blejs

And break the Heavenly Bread.

Lord, in theje days of holy calm

I'll gather jlrength in prayer,

My jbrrows jbothe with Gilead's Balm

And lighten Lenten care ;

In pajlures green my portion cajl

Bejide the waters jlill,

My meat and drink, through all my fajl,

To do my Father's Will.
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^oto % toa0 fenoton of tfjem in Breaking

of BreaD.

jOW jhall they know Him but not now,

Behold Him but not nigh,

The Rijen jee who by the Tree

Stood not to jee Him die ?

When unredeemed Himjelf He jeemed

Who died the world to jave—

Three blejjed years all turned to tears

The third day in the grave.

Not though He walked and jweetly talked,

As evening's Jhadows grew,

To calm their fears Who Mary's tears

Dried with the morning's dew ;

Though Angels jaid He was not dead

Who watched to jee Him Rije,

The jhadow's gloom jtill jealed the Tomb,

Still held their waking eyes.

How jhould thoje Feet the wayjide beat—

Lejs wondrous when they prejjed

Bethjaida's jleep, then jlrode the deep,

Buoyed on the billow's crejl—

By nail-prints tied, or flinging wide

To earth death's broken chain,

How jhould they trace the bounds of jpace

Or tread life's paths again ?
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But when they break the Bread they take,

The Hands which Blejjed and Bled—

As when they bowed all Tabor's Cloud,

Bejide the Quick and Dead—

The hearts that burn together turn,

Their eyes no longer tied

See Him Who lives the Life He gives,

And jhow Him as He died.

ConfiDo et Conquiefto.

RET not, poor Soul, while doubt and

fear

Dijlurb thy breajl ;

The pitying Angels, who can jee

How vain thy wild regret mujl be,

Say—Trujl and Rejl.

Plan not, nor Jcheme—but calmly wait ;

His Choice is bejl :

While blind and erring is thy jight,

His Wifdom Jees and judges right,

So Trujl and Rejl.

Strive not, nor jlruggle : thy poor might

Can never wrejl

The meanejl thing to jerve thy will ;

All Power is His alone : Be jlill,

And Trufl and Rejl.
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Dejire not : jelf-love is jlrong

Within thy breajl ;

And yet He loves thee better jHU,

So let Him do His loving Will,

And Trujl and Rejl.

What dojl thou fear ? His Wifdom reigns

Supreme confejed :

His Power is infinite ; His Love

Thy deepejl, fondejl dreams above—

So Trujl and Rejl.

 

Hatt Communfon.

|ESU, enthroned for evermore,

O God, at God's Right Hand on

high,

Yet touched with feeling as of yore,

O Man, of man's infirmity ;

Thou patient Bearer of our pain,

Thou gracious Weeper of our tears,

Truly Thou hajl not borne in vain

This weary Flejh for thirty years.

Who pitiejl jlill as then the woes

Of our so frail humanity,

Who drawejl near to comfort thoje

That cannot rije and come to Thee.

Health of the Soul, though cheeks grow pale,

Once more we feed on Thee by faith,

c c
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Our Strength though flejh and heart jhall fail,

Our Life although we look on death :—

Death ?—Lord, Thou knowejl : none bejide :

We cannot tell if it be jb :

We only know that Thou hajl died

And rifen for us : we only know

All things are pojjible with Thee :

But fajl the outward man decays,

So much the more then inwardly

Strengthen us ever by Thy Grace.

Lord, not our will be done but Thine :

Though we no more as now we do

Drink of Thy Fruit, O Living Vine,

Until in Heaven we drink it new.

3 am the l&oCe of Aharon.

HEREwasa Valewhere Rojesbloomed,

And all the live-long year perfumed ;

And they were rojes pajjing fair,

Mojl meet for beauty's brow to wear ;

So jweet, that not a nightingale

But loved amid thoje flowers to wail ;

And all confejjed juch Heavenly dyes

Could only bloom in Paradije :

Oh, canjl thou tell, within that Vale

Why Roses Jcent no more the gale ?

For junbeams there are jlill mojl bright,

And jbftejl dews of Heaven delight ;
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And hoary Carmel's rugged crown

Still rolls its genial currents down ;

And teeming round, its fertile jbil

Implores the bujy hand of Toil,

While generous Nature yearns to blejs

Each thoughtful care with large juccejs :

Then, tell me, why within that Vale

Thoje Rojes jcent no more the gale ?

O Sharon ! jpot jb famed of yore,

Are all thy vaunted charms no more ?

And mujl our footjleps only prejs

Through a wide howling wildernejs ?

Alas ! thy very echoes lone

Seem now to jigh in piteous tone,

As if they grieved a jlranger's eye

Should e'er juch jhame and woe descry :

Then, tell me, why within thy Vale

Blooms there no Roje to Jcent the gale?

Sharon ! jhall flowers no more again

Spring from thy ancient fruitful plain ?

And mujl yon glittering jim illume

Nought but a drear and voicelejs tomb ?

No ! brighter hours are yet in jlore

When jin's dark reign of grief is o'er :

Oh, then jhall jhine juch glorious hues

As ne'er was kijjed by Ifrael's dews,

And Rojes deck thy happy Vale

As never bowed to mortal gale.
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Cfje ?l£aorti0 of Confecratiom

jJHIS is My Body—Thou hajl jaid,

Thy dying jhowed the jame,

This is My Body—of that Bread

Four Preachers jlill proclaim ;

And this Thy Flesh is Meat indeed,

The Antidote of death, of endlejs Life the Seed.

Myjlerious Words ! like Priejls of old

We eat the Sacrifice ;

But half the meaning is not told,

Untold the countlejs price ;

We hear, and do Thy lajl Command,

Ourhearts adoreThyWords.butcannotunderjland.

I eat Thy Flesh, I drink Thy Blood,

I cannot tell the rejl,

But this I know, 'tis very good,

And I therein am blejl.

Thy Priejls, ThyWordbringdown the Same ;

I from their hands receive, and take It to Thy

Name.

Stmljap in $araDiCe.

|"jS there a day

In all the ever-brightening chain

Of blejjed Paradijal gain

Mojl blejl alway ?

Does Sunday fall there with its thrill

Ofjoy increajing Jlill ?
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When the blue jky

Seems but the intervening jcreen

Earth's nave and Heaven's choir between ;

Do thoje on high

Unite with our lejs worthy throng

In one Cathedral Jong ?

Is the vail jlirred

By waftings craving entrance there,

Of highejl praije and deepejl prayer

Only Heaven-heard ;

Revealing to each jainted Priejl

His people's Altar-feajl.

Do Angels teach

Some holy Sacramental lay

That all their jcholar-flock may jay

In lijped jpeech ?

That tender jpeech for earth too jweet

Only for Eden meet.

Ah ! who can tell ?

Some memory that earthward clings,

Some jympathy with former things,

Some jbft pure jpell,

May make the firjl day of earth's jeven

The bejl, ev'n in Heaven.

Our Sundays jeem

To meet thoje endlejs Sabbaths jpent
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In holy joy and jweet content

Bejide Love's jlream,

That bears all Souls yet on its breajl

Unto eternal Rejl.

Hoo late : all ^ope fjf paff.

00 late ! all hope is pajl !

Not jb, while life doth lajl.

Go ! wajh away thy fears

With Sacramental tears

Of prayer-wrought penitence,

Sin's only recompense.

And having made thy jhrift,

Go ! offer then the Gift

Which Christ commanded thee,

Firjl-fruits of Charity.

Take, eat the Myjlic Bread

Which raijes from the dead ;

Will jlaunch the running jbre,

The Oil of Gladnejs pour,

And pay the debtor's score :

Nor jhrink, with trembling lip,

The Cup of BHjs to jip,

True Wine that cheers man's heart,

And jbothes the rankling jmart !

For Jesus, God and Man,

The Good Samaritan,

To juch as thee hath jaid—

'Tis I ; be not afraid :
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And He, the Lamb and Priejl,

Himfelf will be thy Feajl ;

Fill thee with Heavenly Food,

His Living Flesh and Blood ;

Thy Wedding-robe put on,

And own thee for a Son.

Hater ^otft fn ^I'mmelttfjron.

 
FATHER,on Thy HeavenlyThrone,

O Jesus Christ, God's Only Son,

O Holy Spirit, One in Three,

The Ever-blefjed Trinity :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy God mojl High,

So great in Sacramental Myjlery,

To us Thy Mercy and Thy Grace extend,

Both now in life, and when our days we end.

O Jesu, God and chiefejl Good,

Thou Very Man of Flejh and Blood,

Who in Thy Gifts mojl wondrous art,

Who dojl Thyjelf indeed impart :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

Jesu, Thou Lamb of offering led,

Who on the Crojs Thy Blood didjl jhed,

Unbloody for us jinners now

A Confecrated God art Thou :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

Jesu, the pilgrim's Sunjhine bright,

The Way, the Truth, the Life, the Light,
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Unfeen—beyond all human ken,

Yet here difcerned by faithful men :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

Jesu, of Souls the Shepherd good,

Who feedejl us with Heavenly Food,

Who giv'jl true Mercy from above,

And unto death Thine Own dojl love :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

Jesu, of Life the very Bread,

In Whom the faithful live, though dead,

Through Thy mojl Holy Flesh and Blood,

Of Souls the everlajling Good :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

Jesu, Thou Prize of Chrijlendom,

Thou Pledge of Glory yet to come,

Let us hereafter blejjed rife,

Thy Glory jhare beyond the jkies :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

O Lamb of God, our Hope and Stay,

In Mercy hear us when we pray ;

Thyfelf, the Bread of Heaven, jupply

Both now in life and when we die :

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c.

O Jesu, Lamb of God, That here

Dojl ever unto us appear ;

Let laud to Thee be always given

In this blejl Sacrament of Heaven :
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Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, God mojl High,

So great in Sacramental Myjlery,

To us Thy Mercy and Thy Grace extend,

Both now in life, and when our days we end.

 

jJHE Organ played jweet mujic

Whileas on Eajler day,

All heartless from the Altar

The heedlejs went away ;

And down the broad aijle crowding,

They Jeemed a funeral train

That were burying their jpirits

To the mujic of that jlrain.

As I Hjlened to the Organ,

And jaw them crowd along,

I thought I heard two Voices

Speaking jlrangely, but not jlrong ;

And One, it whijpered jadly—

Will ye aljb go away ?

But the Other jpoke exulting—

Ha ! the Soul-dirge, hear it play !

Hear the Soul-dirge ! hear the Soul-dirge !

And jee the Feajl Divine.

Ha ! the Jewels of Salvation,

And the trampling feet of Twine.

Hear the Soul-dirge ! hear the Soul-dirge !

Little think they as they go,



394 S^ifceUaneoujS ??pmn&

What pricelejs Pearls they tread on

Who jpurn, their Saviour jo !

Hear the Soul-dirge ! hear the Soul-dirge !

It was dread to hear it play,

While the famifhing went crowding

From the Bread of Life away :

They were bidden, they were bidden

To their Father's fejlal Board ;

But they all, with gleeful faces,

Turned their back upon the Lord.

You had thought the Church a prifon

Had you jeen how they did pour,

With giddy, giddy faces,

From the confecrated door ;

There was angels' Food all ready,

But the bidden—where were they ?

O'er the highways and the hedges,

Ere the Soul-dirge ceajed to play.

Oh, the Soul-dirge, how it echoed

The emptied aijles along,

As the open jlreets grew crowded

With the full outpouring throng.

And then again the Voices—

Ha ! the Soul-dirge, hear it play !

And the penjive, penjive Whifper—

Will ye alfo go away ?

Few, few, were they that lingered,

To jup with Jesus there ;
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And yet, for all that jpurned Him

There was plenty, and to jpare ;

And now the Food of Angels

Uncovered to my jight,

All-glorious was the Altar,

And the Chalice glittered bright.

Then came the Hymn Trijagion,

And rapt me up on high,

With Angels and Archangels

To laud and magnify ;

I jeemed to feajl in Heaven ;

And downward wafted then,

With Angels chanting round me,

Good Will and Peace to men.

I may not tell the rapture

Of a Banquet jb Divine ;

Ho ! every one that thirjleth,

Let him tajle the Bread and Wine.

Hear the Bride and Spirit jaying—

Will ye alfo go away ?

Or—Go, poor Soul, for ever !

Oh ! the Soul-dirge, hear it play !

 

'ftfje Eetjelatfon of tfje Cfjrfft.

Wlyfarer.

EHOLD ! I jiand at the door and knock :

Hear My Voice ; thy heart unlock;

It is I Who jpeak to thee,

I will come in and jup with thee, and

thou with Me.
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Soul.

Who is this Who jlands alone

In the jhadow of the night ?

The rain falls fajl, the night winds moan,

My joy has fled with evening light ;

The world's day waxes old, the jlars are dim ;

Who jays He comes to jup with me, and I with

Him?

Wlyfarer.

Sorrow-burdened Child ofjin,

Open quickly : it is I :

See My Feet and take Me in,

They are bleeding wearily ;

Pierced through and bleeding are they : hajle

and jee :

I would come in and jup with with thee, and thou

with Me.

Soul.

Yes : the road is old and rough,

Narrow, jlrewn with many a thorn ;

I have tried it oft enough,

My feet too are pierced and torn ;

I am as Thou art. How jayjl Thou to me

That Thou wilt come and jup with me, and I

with Thee ?

Wayfarer.

Heavy-laden, dim ofjight,

Child of Adam, looje the door,
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Even through the jhades of night

See My Hands how they impore ;

For they are pierced and bleeding, all for thee ;

Thus would I come and jup with thee, and thou

with Me.

Soul.

Wounded Hands and aching Brow,

Since the hour when Adam fell,

Are the lot of man below ;

Each man feels it—oh, how well !

Thou art but one of us, Who claimjl to be

Both Guejl and Giver, and to come and jup with

me !

JVlyfarer.

Yes : as thou art, jb am I.

Son of man, dojl thou repine ?

Doth thy brow ache ? Come, draw nigh,

Raije thy eyes and look at Mine.

Was ever jbrrow like My Sorrow ? See

With what a fejlal wreath I come to jup with thee.

Soul.

Fathomlejs Eyes of aweful Love

Beaming from the thorn-crowned brow,

Tell me who that garland wove—

Strange Wayfarer, Who art Thou ?

I dread, yet know Thee not. Oh, jhow to me

Whence comes the Banquet which my lips jhall

jhare with Thee.
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Wayfarer.

The jhadows break, and morning-tide

Reddens the eajl with dawn at hand,

I lift the veil—Behold My Side !

Yet do I unadmitted jland ?

Be not afraid. 'Tis I Who jpeak to thee,

I will come in and jup with thee, and thou with Me.

Behold ! I jland at the door and knock :

Hear My Voice ; thy heart unlock ;

It is I Who jpeak to thee,

I will come in andJup with thee, and thou with Me.

%ty lEteturn to (Boo*

The Voice of the Penitent.

LORD of Mercy, King of Might,

In jiirFering Flejh for jinners given,

A jlranger Jeeks Thy Altar's Light,

O high and holy Bread of Heaven ;

For here Thy Spirit long hath jlriven,

And here Thy fell foes jlill would jlay ;

O royal Victim, Myjlic Christ,

Come down in Thy high Eucharijl

And take my jin away.

 

Thou hajl another Crojs in me,

A new rebuke Thy heart hath broke,
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The pride that would not learn of Thee

And chafed beneath Thy eajy Yoke.

O dumb cold heart to Lips that jpoke

In Love, O jloth that deadens jbrrows !

How long jhall lips that nightly pray

Confejs the falls of yejlerday

Then make their guilt the morrow's ?

O Strength and Mercy ! grant once more

Thy Strength in weaknejs mirrored be ;

O Sacrifice of Love ! rejlore

The cleanjing Grace of tears in me,

Of tears that jhould fall bitterly

O'er contrite works till life is flown ;

For oh ! juch pain is Satan's lojs,

And whojbe'er would find Thy Crojs

Mujl jeek it with his own.

It is not with a paj(jing pain

Thy Children walk the narrow way

When they have burjl th' Accujer's chain

And cajl his cords of guilt away ;

And none may tell but Thou and they

What bright hopes have what jlrange alloy ;

Unjloried conquejls who may guejs ?

Each high heart veils its bitternejs,

And none may mete its joy.

Though in Thy Balance of their ways

Their manfion in Thy Houfe be won,
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And only life the clog that jlays

Their eagle-jpirits from the jun,

They may not rejl till toil is done,

They may not, dare not jlumber now,

For where they linger jin is breath ;

They live—their life is daily death ;

They die—their death is Thou.

If Saints beneath the Altar cry,

If flejh-thorns buffet even theje,

If Thou wert homelejs, how may I

The chief ofjinners hope for eaje ?

Though what may come hath ecjlacies

Repentance weeps o'er what is pajl ;

What though the firjl lejs dimly jhine

Not grief alone but fear were mine

If mine were not the lajl.

The Myjlic Bride is bridal-dight,

The eager Faithful ajk their Food,

O Love of Love, and Light of Light,

This is Thy Body, This Thy Blood.

The Voice of the Beloved.

Draw near Me, ranjbmed multitude ;

Do thou My bidding, faithful Priejl ;

Be ye not fearful, I am He

Who jaid—Ye weary, come to Me

And I will give you rejl.
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Upta e^efftanfca :

Hymns and Verses on the Life of Christ,

ancient and modern ; with

other poems.

EXTRACTS FROM REVIEWS.

" The view which reprefents writers and collectors of Hymns

and facred Songs as Co many rival candidates for the popular ap-

plaufe which they defire to enlift on behalf of their own peculiar

opinions, is happily equally fuperficial and untrue. . . . The Lyra

Mejfianica of Mr. Shipley is tuned on the principle that, in the

happily revived tafte for Hymns and facred Verfe, it is at once

more loyal and more politic in Churchmen to feek to fatisfy fuch

literary craving from the well-nigh exhauftlefs flores of ancient

Hymns which are in exiftence. Lyra Eucharifiha was Mr. Ship

ley's firft experiment in this direction. It met with fome fuccefs ;

but if we are not much miftaken, the fecond attempt will be

crowned with far more fatisfadtory refults. He now addreffes him-

felf much more directly to the general heart of Chriftendom ....

The Poems follow one another, each marked only by its own head

ing, like fo many variations of a fingle air. It is delightful to let

our thoughts follow the ftream of fong as it floats on in gently

varied melody ; it is both delightful and lurprifing to find on exam

ination from how many different inftruments this tide of fong pro

ceeds. . . . Mr. Shipley muft be congratulated on the refult of his

labour of love : he has produced a Volume of unufual excellence,

which will give much pleafure, and will alio pleafe to edifying."

—The Guardian.

" The felection of Sacred Poetry is decidedly the beft of the kind,

and forms a fuitable companion to the Lyra Eucbariflica, which we

have before noticed brieHy. There is, however, this difference :

one volume is of neceflity more entirely devotional, intended to

fupply meditation to the devout mind on the great Ait of Chriftian
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Worfliip ; whereas the Lyra MeJJianica, following the chief events

in the Life of our Lord on earth, is more distinctive and dogmatic

in its tone Although the original Hymns in Mr. Shipley's

collection are not equal, we confider, to the tranflations, yet they

deferve high commendation We would fay, that though

the original Hymns are decidedly fuccelsful, we feel there is need

ftill for improvement in expreffion. In ancient verfe there is a

marvellous adaptation of language to the fubject. The body feems

made for the fpirit, as it were, and they both appear to be the eftu-

fion of high poetic infpiration. Modern verfe is more laboured :

the language conveys the fact or idea lefs ftrikingly, and it is lefs

comprehenfive. But this is a deficiency time will make up, and

we cannot fee why our modern Hymns mould not even excel ancient

verfe In conclufion, we heartily thank Mr. Shipley for

this valuable addition to Catholic poetry. It is a real boon to the

Church : and it will, we are fure, be appreciated, as it deferves, by

all who have her welfare at heart."—The Ecclejiafiic.

" It is impofiible, in a brief notice, to give any adequate idea of

the complete and fatisfactory manner in which almolt. every detail

and afpedt of Chriftian doctrine has been illuftrated or expanded by

the varied contributions here gathered together ; but we may be

confident in our judgment, affirming that this volume is in every

refpect a worthy companion to the Lyra Eucbariflica, and will be

come permanently popular. ..... The Book, which contains

nearly 500 pages, is filled with a felection of Sacred Poetry of very

high character, in the gathering and arranging of which lingular

judgment has been evinced. Nearly a hundred of the contribu

tions are original, and give efpecial value to the Volume ; while

the felected Poems are from the works of fome of our beft-known

writers."—The Union Review.

" Mr. Orby Shipley's Lyra MeJJianica is not only a beautifully

printed book, but it contains fome poems—chiefly tranflations from

mediaeval fources—which are not to be found elfewhere. It claims

companionfliip to another interefting Volume, Lyra Eucbariflica,

collected by the pious diligence of the fame Editor. We truft to

have an opportunity of noticing thefe Volumes at greater length."

—'The Chriftian Remembrancer.

" Thofe among our readers who have feen the Lyra Eucbariflica

will rejoice to hear that another volume fimilar in delign though of

greater fcope has juft been publiflied, entitled, Lyra Me/ftanica. It

is, without exception, the moft complete, and in all refpects ad

mirable collection of poems on this great fubject which has ever

been compiled. Mr. Shipley has brought his own good tafte and
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thoroughly devotional mind to bear upon a choice which ranges

from very early times up to the prefent, and the refult is certainly

an entire fuccefs."—The Churchman's Companion.

" The fuccefs which attended the publication of Mr. Shipley's

Lyra Eucharifiica has encouraged him to make the further experiment

of a collection of Hymns on the leading events connected with our

Saviour's Life on earth. We open this book with a feeling of con

fidence, arifing from our experience of the compiler's ability, found

judgment, and devotional fpirit, that neither in point of doctrine or

poetic worth, fhall we be difappointed with it. Thofe who know

Mr. Shipley's former work, will only need to be told that in Style

of binding, paper, print, &c, it is uniform with it. It has there

fore a captivating appearance, and it is as good as it looks. We

might, had we fpace, Select for quotation many favourable Speci-

mens as well of translations as of modern original Hymns."— The

Literary Churchman.

" We have here another beautiful Volume of facred Poetry, put

forth, under the fame able editorship, with the fame tafteful and

attractive embellishments of type and binding, by the fame eminent

publishers, as the Lyra Eucharijlica, which we commended to our

readers' favourable notice a year ago. The plan of the prefent com

pilation, if lefs unique and Specific in its character, admits of a left

limited range of choice and a more diversified intereft in the variety

of its Subjects. The Volume is divided into Sections, corresponding

with the fucceSIive feafons of the ecclefiaftical year ; and Hymns

relating to the feveral events in our bleSTed Lord's Life commemo

rated at the different feafons are grouped together under the appro

priate heads according to their fubjects We commend the

whole Volume as extremely beautiful and religious to all lovers of

the facred mufe."—John Bull.

" We cannot fay that, upon the whole, we like Lyra Meffianica

fo well as we did Lyra Eucharifiica J and yet we are at a lois for a

juftification of this opinion, for here are, as in the former volume,

' The intelligible forms of ancient poets,

The fair humanities of old religion,'

—to quote Coleridge. It is juft as Catholic as Lyra Eucharijlica, which

won praife from the Chrijlian Remembrancer and the Speilator, the

ffejleyan Times, and the Union Review ! It may be becaufe the fub

jects are more varied and the attention of the critic confequently lefs

concentrated. However, we can eafily underftand that there are many

for whom Lyra MeJJianica will have greater charms than its elder

filler. De Gujlibus—and it is a Small difference after all. The
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fame principle, as Mr. Shipley tells us, underlies both collections. .

. , If the criticifm which we ought to have put into words has not

been infinuated by thefe fpecimens we are at fault. Our chief diffi

culty in quoting thefe famples has been not the finding them, but

the rejecting others almoft, if not quite, as good in every refpect."

—The Church Times.

" This handfomely got-up Volume conlifts of Englifh and foreign

Hymns. The latter are from Greek, Latin, and mediaeval fources.

Swedish, Spanifli, Italian, and German authors have alfo been tranf-

lated ; and, of the purely Englifli Hymns, ninety are original. The

Collection is a very complete one, and will make an admirable

companion to a fimilar compilation by the fame induftrious Editor,

which he calls Lyra Eucbarijlica"—The Reader.

" We are glad to obferve that the prefent work, from the care

difplayed in its compilation, will be likely to fecure a large fhare of

public attention. . . . We have looked carefully through the book,

and find in it much to admire. There is a relief in turning from

fecular poetry to really good poetry fetting forth the goodnefs and

majefty of the Creator. Mr. Shipley has exhibited much tafte in

his editorial duties, and has presented us with a Volume full of

beautiful and fublime lays, that will be read with pleafure and pro

fit The work is one that may be taken up and read with

advantage by the real lover of poetry, for we do not fee why the

outpourings of a religious mufe mould not find as much favour with

the public as the lyrical ftrains that convey ideas of human paffions

and afpirations. The fublimeft as well as the moft beautiful

thoughts may be found enftirined in facred poetry; and we hope

the labours of Mr. Shipley will be appreciated as they delerve, for

he has certainly fucceeded in producing a Volume that cannot fail

to pleafe by its freflinefs and beauty." —Public Opinion.

" That the Volume before us will be appreciated by the more

educated clafies in the Eftablifhed Church does not admit of doubt.

The fact that the Editor's companion Volume, Lyra EuchariJHcay

has proved fo fuccefsful is evidence of a manifeft want ; and its

fatisfaction will be all but complete by the publication of this work.

Of its high literary merit, and the painftaking editorial care and

patient labour of which it gives abundant evidence, we may fpeak

in terms of high commendation. Confidering the varied and diffi

cult fources whence fo much of the contents have been derived,

the Editor has mown an amount of energy and refblution only

equalled by the importance of the taik he had undertaken."—The

Wejleyan Times,
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" This is the companion Volume to the Lyra Eucbarijlica, no

ticed by us fome time fince,—its companion not merely in outward

appearance, but in that reverence of tone and beauty of expreflion

which we then earneftly commended. If we knew of terms that

would more adequately convey our fenfe of the value of the work

before us, we would employ them. Like its precurfor, it is intended

for devotional reading at home, and not for public ufe in the Church,

.... Speaking generally, the writers are the fame as thofe who

contributed to Lyra Eucbarijiica, but we note alfo fome additional

authors, who amply juftify their felection to bear company with

the elder mailers of religious fong."—The Gentleman's Magazine.

" This Volume looks at once elegant and ecclefiaftical. It is a

fort of fequel to the Lyra Eucbarijiica, and is collected by the fame

Editor. The Hymns in the preient collection chiefly concern the

Life of Christ, and are ancient and modern, Englifh and tranflated.

Very few Hymns belong to a high clafs of poetry; in thefe, as in

other religious matters, it is thought wrong to apply the fevere rules

of criticifm which are enforced in ordinary mundane literature and

art. Mr. Shipley has inferted fome fine compofitions, real facred

fongs, in this Volume."—The Globe.

" We are indebted for this admirable collection of Hymns and

Verfes on the Life ofour Bleifed Lord to the fuccefs which has been

Co well achieved for a kindred collection, entitled Lyra Eucharijiica.

That, we are told, was a firft experiment; ' and the refults which

have attended the publication of that Volume,* the Editor remarks,

' feemed to warrant the iflue of the prefent book.* The former

Volume, in fact, has not only led to this, but it muft have prepared

for an appreciation of it. There is here a good development of much

which was there fuggefted. Not only is the range of fentiment

vaftly extended, but its fublimity is highly increased Alto

gether, it is at once a moft interefting and valuable collection of

1acred verfe—and not only of ordinary facred verfe, but of that

which is the higheft, the fublimeft of all verfe, fince its theme is

the grandeft, as it is the divineft, which can engage the poet's

thoughts, or give rapture to his ftrains. The Volume is got up

with the fame exquifite elegance, and has the fame characteriftic

features, as gave fuch outward attraction to the Lyra Eucharijiica,

to which it is, in all refpects, a moft fitting companion. Its warm

acceptance among Englim Churchmen cannot for a moment be

doubted. They owe, indeed, no flight debt of gratitude to Mr.

Shipley for furnifliing them with fuch a Volume."— The Cburcb

Review,

" Next to Theologians, the greateft literary benefactors to the

Church have been her Hymnographers. We happen to be writing
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on a day well fitted to remind us of this fact,—the feaft of the

great S. Thomas Aquinas, who flume like a burning light in both

departments of religious lore. The facred truths which the Theo

logian elucidates in his ftudy, the Hymnift inverts with thofe attri

butes of popular intereft and poetic beauty which enable the faith

ful at large to appropriate and apply them as a portion of their own

inheritance Meanwhile Catholics may well be grateful to

Mr. Shipley, not only for prefenting to them fome of their old

favourites in the form of a fpirited and elegant tranflation, but for

introducing to them many choice fpecimens in the fame depart

ment with which they are lefs familiar."—The Dublin Review*

" A new volume of facred verfe, by the Author ofLyra Eucba-

r'tflica, contains a large and choice felection of devotional poetry

from various fources and of every age of the Chriftian Church.

Ancient Breviaries and mediaeval Mifials furniih fome of the

Hymns, and in their quaint fymbolifm betray their origin through

their Englifh drefs. The tranflations are well done, and many of

the Latin and Greek Hymns are now firft published in verfe."

— The fVeJiminjler Review.

" This is the ninth inftalment of Mr. Shipley's refearches in de

votional literature, in profe and verfe, and we think it is likely to

be as acceptable as any one,of its predeceflbrs. Mr. Shipley prefaces

the Poems with an interefting hiftorical account of them, and of

the objects kept in view in the prefent fele&ion Some

moft pertinent obfervations are made on the value of the ancient

Hymns, and on our duty to ufe them The felection is an

admirable one ; and complete Indexes furnifh full information re-

fpecting the fources of the Hymns, the firft lines of the Latin ones

being given. There are in all 343 pieces."—The Clerical Journal.

u Mr. Shipley's two handfome volumes [Lyra MeJJianica and

Lyra Eucharijlica\ are moft valuable contributions to the everyday-

literature of the Church. Neither trouble nor expenfe appear to

have been fpared in their compilation, and the refultis well worthy

of the pains beftowed."—The Church and State Review.

" Amongft other Hymns the Editor has, with a few exceptions,

avoided inferting Hymns already well known and printed in various

collections. Befides tranflations, felections have been made from

the publiflied works of many of the firft writers of facred verfe in

the prefent age. The fame rule is applied to thefe as to the other

felections, and fcarcely any are admitted the popularity of which

has obtained for them a confiderable notoriety. Some of the

pieces are of confiderable merit and beauty, but as a rule they rarely

rife above mediocrity, while the fentiments exprefled are fome*

times queftionable. . . . We do not know when the prefent paflion
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for felections of poetry of every kind will ceale. A love of poetry,

efpecially devotional poetry, is a highly commendable tafte, but we

think that it is far better to be contented with a moderate amount

of good poetry than a large amount of indifferent fpecimens of ver

sification."—The Englijh Churchman.

" The reverend Author of the Lyra Mejjtanica is already favour

ably known as a hymn collector by his previously-published volume,

Lyra Eucbariftica. He has gone to the fource of" the fountain for

his infpiration, and dug into the mine whence the true metal is to

be extracted. He has fearched the ancient Service-books of the

Anglican Church prior to the Reformation, the MifTals according

to the Ufe of Sarum and York, as well as the Breviaries of the Ita

lian and Gallician Churches. He has collected alfo from the more

famous Latin hymn-writers, S. Damiani, Innocent III., S. Bona-

ventura, and others. Nor has he neglected to avail himSelf of the

treafures of the EaStern Church as made known to the Englifh

reader by the translations of Drs. Neale and Littledale. The various

collections of mediaeval Hymns published during the laft thirty

years have all been made, with the fanction of their refpective

Editors, to contribute to the perfection and fulnefs of this prefent

volume. The Hymns are moftly of an objective character, and

group themfelves around the various events in the life and hiftory

of our BlefTed Lord, accompanying Him through the fucceflive

Stages of His humiliation to the record of His glory as an Afcended

Man, ' exalted with great triumph into His kingdom in Heaven.'

The Author has furnished a rich fource of enjoyment to that now

happily numerous clafs of readers who find pleafure in thefe ele

vating and cheering poetical illuftrations."—The Prefs.

" This volume, like its predeceflbr, lyra Eucbariftica, published

under the fame editorship, confifts for the moll part of a translation

of ancient and mediaeval Hymns of the Church, of which about

ninety pieces are from Latin originals, Sixteen or feventeen from

the Greek Office Books, two from the Swedish tongue, three from

the Italian, five from the Spanish, and twenty-one from the Ger

man. Some hundred and feventy are of purely English origin ;

and of thefe about ninety may, ' in their prefent form,' fays Mr.

Shipley, ' be termed original.' .... It cannot be questioned that

Mr. Shipley's volume contains much of antiquarian intereft, poetic

beauty, and religious expreflion."—The London Review.

" It is inftructive to note how eager juSt now is every fection of

Chriftians, from the diftinctly dogmatic even to the moft latitudi-

narian, to gain for their different forms of faith the effective help of

genuine poetry. Even thofe who are leaSt inclined to pay much

deference to the intellectual gift of modern thought, avail them
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felves of every current by which they can help themfelves forward

in modern tafte and feeling, and from every quarter—rigidly fpiri-

tual no lefs than luxuriantly ritual, fcrupuloufly rational no lefs than

traditionally imaginative—we have relections of religious poetry to

aid the inadequate efforts of fpiritual terror, authority, and argu

ment Mr. Shipley's Collection is full of fine pieces, but its

very principle is to give us poetry that does not exprefs our mode of

faith now, fo much as the 'definite and dogmatic truth,' and the

mode of tranfiation is often needleflly ftiff. It is a fine collection of

old Hymns, which, by their rendering into Englifh, generally in-

creafe, inftead of diminifhing the diftance between ourfelves and

them."—The Spc&ator.

" It is a wifdom as old as the Church of Christ to propagate

theological ideas by means of Hymns. Songs are more powerful

teachers than fermons. They are things of beauty as well as of

truth, and linger in the memory through their artiftic forms ; they

appeal to fentiment as the handmaid of conviction; they both

gratify and nurture religious feeling. A Hymn may catch him who

a fermon flies. It is not that it teaches us any new truth ; it is not

merely that it reminds us of any old truth. This might be done

by the moft homely profe. It is that it puts familiar truth before

us in a form that both the heart and the imagination delight in.

And the heart always retains the moft tenacioufly that which the

imagination fliapes for it. . . . Making full allowance both for the

fpirit of exclufion and the fpirit of inclufion, the collection is a

valuable one. It can hardly be regarded as the worfhip-book of

any congregation ; but it fupplies a number of valuable Hymns and

tranflations for the compilers of the worfliip-book that is to be;

and, unlike Mr. Shipley and his fchool, Nonconforming will do

well to ufe it and to make their worfliip as catholic as the Church

of Chrift. The Hymns of the ancient Church are the pofieflion of

no feet, the badge of no creed, but the glorious inheritance of the

whole Church of God."—The Patriot,

" In a Book which contains moft of what has been written of

reverent and devotional Hymns in ancient and mediaeval times on

the Life of Christ it is not necefTary to do more than indicate our

favourites. Lovers of Hymns will have obferved for themfelves

that, of all the phafes of our Blefled Lord's Life, the Paffion is

that which has called out the moft telling Hymns for devotional

ufe. The more Hymnology becomes a fcience, the more this rule

holds good, and the beautiful and touching exceptions which Lyra

MeJJianica here and there fupplies in its Afcenlion and Eafter-tide

felections do but prove what is continually obferved. Rightly to

appreciate the Book, readers muft ftudy it and ufe it as it is intended

to be ufed—as a Book of devotion."—Events of the Month,
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